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Headmistress' 

Message 

What  do  we  want 

HAPPINESS?  or  SUCCESS? 

"I  just  want  my  daughter  to  be  happy/'  says 
the  young  father,  handing  over  his 
precious  five-year  old  to  the  tender  care  of 
the  Kindergarten  teacher.  "'She's  been  so 
happy  here/'  says  the  proud  mother  of  the 
glamourous,  white-dad  graduate.  "I  don't 
care  what  career  my  son  chooses,  as  long  as 
he's  successful",  say  the  teenager's  parents. 

Happiness  or  success  as  a  goal  in  life? 
These  concepts  seem  to  be  separate  in 
people's  minds,  and  even  gender-related  - 
happiness  is  for  girls,  success  is  for  boys. 
They  are,  in  fact,  inextricably  intertwined: 
we  don't  consider  ourselves  successful  if 
we  have  not  found  personal  satisfaction 
and  fulfilment;  we  can't  feel  happy  if  we 
think  we  have  failed  to  achieve  our  goals. 
There  is  no  dichotomy  here,  it  is  not  a 
question  of  either/ or,  we  all  aspire  to  both. 
The  difficulty  though,  is  to  define  the 
terms.  What  do  we  mean  by  happiness? 
When  will  we  know  we  have  achieved 
success? 

Each  member  of  the  Class  of  '95,  whose 
achievements  we  celebrated  in  June,  will 
answer  these  questions  differently  and 
they  will  plan  their  future  accordingly,  in 
terms  of  their  personal  hopes  and  dreams. 
We  wish  our  new  graduates  the  very  best  of 
luck  in  their  diverse  futures.  The 
happiness  and  success  they  have  already 
achieved  in  this,  the  first  phase  of  their 
lives,  augurs  well  for  the  future.  Good  luck 
to  them  and  God  speed. 

-  Eve  Marshall 
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Junior  School  Staff 


Back  row  (left  to  right):  Mrs.  Allan,  Mrs.  Getty,  Mrs.  Pappius,  Mrs.  Arsenault. 
Front  row:  Mme  Constantin,  Mme  Patry,  Mme  Proulx. 


Teacher’s  Dream  Come  True... 

Mrs.  Allan:  Unlimited  Belgian  chocolates 
(made  with  Nutrasweet)  in  the 
staffrooms. 

Mrs.  Finley;  A  resident  pussy  cat  to  add 
an  air  of  peace  and  tranquility. 

Mrs.  Getty:  St.  Patty's  Day  everyday. 
Mme  Glorieux:  Avoir  deux  maternelles. 
Mrs.  Pappius:  The  teamsters. 

Mme  Patry:  To  have  a  MAC. 

Mme  Proulx:  Avoir  seulement  un 
niveau. 
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Kindergarten 


Back  Row  (left  to  right):  Stephanie  Bibeau,  Emelyn  Lih,  Anne  Larocque,  Roua  Mussayab,  Laura  Wiltshire,  Vivian  Leung.  Second  Row: 
Vivian  Lo,  Kelly  Brussel,  Karen  Fung,  Jasmin  Decoussemaeker,  Jemmy  Taing,  Alice  Combier,  Lisa  Asano.  Front  Row:  Shahrzad  Najafi,  Jessy 
Vinet,  Mariam  Hussain,  Jessica  Anastasio,  Kirstin  Lawyer,  Elisa  Del  Balso.  Absent:  Jacqueline  Desmarais. 


When  I  grow  up  . . . 

Jessica  Anastasio:  I  would  like  to  be  a  nurse  because  I  like  helping 
people. 

Lisa  Asano:  I  am  going  to  be  a  figure  skater,  because  I  love  skating. 

Stephanie  Bibeau:  I  would  like  to  own  a  pet  store. 

Kelly  Brussel:  I  would  like  to  help  people  who  cannot  get  home  for 
Christmas  (  especially  children  ). 

Alice  Combier:  I'm  going  to  work  on  a  farm  because  I  like  animals 
and  growing  things. 

Jasmin  Decoussemaeker:  I  will  own  a  restaurant,  because  I  want  to 
cook. 

Elisa  Del  Balso:  I  want  to  be  Snow  White,  because  she  is  tall  and 
beautiful. 

Jacqueline  Desmarais:  I  want  to  work  on  a  horse  farm  and  own 
stables. 


Mariam  Hussain:  I  want  to  be  a  teacher. 

Anne  Larocque:  I  want  to  shop. 

Kirstin  Lawyer:  I  am  going  to  be  a  veterinarian  and  take  care  of 
animals. 

Vivian  Leung:  I  will  be  a  travel  agent  and  visit  places. 

Emelyn  Lih:  I  want  to  be  an  actress  so  that  people  will  look  at  me. 
Vivian  Lo:  I  am  going  to  be  a  fairy  and  do  magic. 

Roua  Mussayab:  I  want  to  sell  ice-cream. 

Jemmy  Taing:  I  am  going  to  swim  wherever  I  am. 

Jesse  Vinet:  I  would  like  to  teach  gymnastics. 

Laura  Wiltshire:  I  am  going  to  make  pretty  masks. 

Karen  Yung:  I'm  going  to  be  a  doctor. 
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Grade  One 


Back  Row  (left  to  right):  Mme  Constantin,  Sophine  Johnsson,  Giovanna  Vella,  Claudia  Lazaro-Lopez,  Sabrina  Ali,  Costadina  Mavros,  Tamara 
Pokrupa-Nahanni,  Jaclyn  Ting,  Mrs.  Finley,  Lydia  Gordon-Levy,  Mme  Laliberte.  Second  Row:  Serena  O'Keefe,  Alexis  Nadin,  Frances  Reid, 
Alexandra  Wyszkowska,  Judy  Nguyen,  Lauren  Rudolph,  Sunny  Rae  Nelson,  Catherine  McPherson.  Front  Row:  Rebecca  Lazar,  Sabrina  Wong, 
Katrina  Messina,  Ah-Man  Hung,  Maria-Cristina  Grassi,  Natasha  Daoud. 


22  Raisons  d'aimer  The  Study 


Costadina  Mavros 
Alexandra  Wyszkowska 
Sabrina  Ali 
Maria-Cristina  Grassi 
Sunny-Rae  Nelson 
Ah-Man  Hung 
Judy  Nguyen 
Lauren  Rudolph 
Claudia  Lazaro-Lopez 
Catherine  McPherson 
Giovanna  Vella 
Lydia  Gordon-Levy 
Jaclyn  Ting 


The  Study  est  special 
J'apprends  plein  de  choses 
Je  travaille  beaucoup 
J'apprends  I'alphabet 
Je  peux  lire  de  beaux  livres 
Je  fais  de  la  musique 
J'apprends  le  frangais 
11  y  a  des  devoirs 
J'aime  la  gymnastique 
J'ecris  des  histoires 
Je  joue  dehors 
J'aime  la  halte  scolaire 
J'aime  les  activites 


Sophine  Johnsson 
Tamara  Nahanni 
Katrina  Messina 
Natasha  Daoud 
Frances  Reid 
Serena  O'Keefe 
Rebecca  Lazar 
Sabrina  Wong 
Alexis  Nadin 


Je  fais  des  sorties 

J'aime  la  soupe  de  la  cafeteria 

Tout  le  monde  est  gentil  avec  moi  i 

Je  fais  de  beaux  dessins 

J'aime  le  temps  de  la  collecte  | 

J'ai  beaucoup  d'amies 

J'aime  mes  professeurs 

Je  ne  m'ennuie  jamais  | 

Aucune  ecole  n'est  aussi  bonne 
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*  Back  Row  (left  to  right):Irene  Mantis,  Erin  Donivan,  Megan  Mitchell,  Stephanie  Elian,  Paulina  Valdes-Manzanedo,  Meagen  Peters,  Carol  Taing, 
Mrs.  Finley,  Mme  Proux.  Second  Row:  Monica  Chan,  Sara-Louise  Drury,  Adamantia  Apostolakis,  Allyson  Chelly,  Leila  Amiri,  Jessica  Li-On  Wing, 
1  Frederique  Simon,  Daina  Antikacioglu.  Front  Row:  Sherman  Hung,  Jessy  Tam,  Andrea  Finkelstein,  Livia  Dayan,  Vivien  Ho,  Candace  Roscoe- 
Rumjahn. 


Que  veux-tu  faire  lorsque  tu  seras  grande? 


Leila  Amiri:  line  docteur 
Daina  Antikacioglu  :  une  joalliere 
Adamantia  Apostolakis  :  une  mannequin 
Monica  Chan  :  une  institutrice 
Allison  Chelly  :  une  mannequin 
Livia  Dayan  :  une  institutrice 
Erin  Donovan  :  une  architecte 
Sara-Louise  Drury  :  une  institutrice 
Stephanie  Elian  :  une  docteur 
Andrea  Finkelstein  :  une  institutrice 
Sze  Man  (Vivien)  Ho  :une  maman 
iSherman  Hung  :  une  docteur 
Jessica  Li-On  Wing  :  une  dentiste 
I  Irene  Mantis:  une  institutrice 


Megan  Mitchell :  une  veterinaire 

Meagan  Peters  :  une  mannequin 

Candace  Roscoe-Rumjahn  :  une  mannequin 

Frederique  Simon  :  une  policiere 

Carol  Taing  :  une  gardienne  d'enfants 

Kit-Sai  (Jessy)  Tam  :  une  vendeuse  dans  une  marche 

Paulina  Valdez-Manzanedo  :  une  mannequin 
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Grade  Three 


Back  Row  (left  to  right):  Shadia  El  Dardiry,  Josephine  Esposito,  Maya  Nitzan,  Erica  Pimentel,  Alexis  Delisle,  Kim  Diamond,  Stephanie  Malouf, 
Mandy  Ho.  Second  Row:  Angeha  Mantis,  Megan  Shapiro,  Araxi  Markarian,  Eva  Leung,  Isabel  Valenta,  Linda  Aleksanyan,  Amanda  Stein,  Tracina 
Potenza,  Mary  Giagkos,  Tatiana  Lazaro-Lopez.  First  Row:  Gillian  Ehmn,  Angie  Ip,  Heather  Coffey,  Allison  Yung,  Anne-Marie  Mekhael,  Nancv 
Townsend,  Anastasia  Lee. 


Helpful 

Contente 

Kind 

Douce 

Magical 

Gentille 

Tranquille 

Lovable 

Affable 

Lucky 

Excellente 

Lively 

Souriante 

Magnificent 

Adorable 

Merveilleuse 

Musicale 

Serviable 

Nice 

Travailleuse 

Intelligent 

Vaillante 

Adorable 

Youthful 

Lovely 

Aimable 

Artistique 

Dynamique 

Gentille 

Delicate 

Sportive 

Extraordinary 

Joyeuse 

Marvelous 

Amicale 

Angelic 

Adorable 

Enthusiastic 

Travailleuse 

Amazing 


Excellent 

Heureuse 

Interesting 

Magnifique 

Merveilleuse 

Nice 

Polie 

Perky 


8 


Middle  School  Staff 


Back  row  (left  to  right):  Mrs.  Shuster,  Mme  Roy,  Mrs.  Vikander,  Mrs.  Lincoln,  Mrs.  Esdaile,  Ms.  Kirkpatrick. 
Front  row:  Mme  Thibault,  Mme  Proulx,  Mrs.  Balfour,  Mrs.  Lewis. 


Teacher’s  Dream  Come  True . 

Ms.  Kirkpatrick:  Teaching  at  The  Study. 

Mrs.  Lewis:  An  erasable  ballpoint  pen  for  report  cards. 

Mrs.  Lincoln:  Mme  Roy's  dream  followed  by  3  more  snow  days. 
Mme  Roy:  Three  snowdays  in  a  row,  to  be  followed  by  a  Fed  Day. 
Mme  Thibault:  Etre  eleve  plutot  que  professeur. 

Mrs.  Vikander:  Growing  old,  gracefully,  at  The  Study. 
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Grade  Four 


Back  Row  (left  to  right):  Winnie  Ho,  Kelly  Diamond,  Dana  Goldman,  Neelu  Shanker,  Reem  Tantawi,  France  Seguret,  Katie  Stanfield,  Charmaine 
Lo,  Mrs.  Lincoln,  Mme  Roy,  Stephanie  Kyres.  Third  Row:  Erica  Leibner,  Leticia  Kuyumciyan,  Kate  Fletcher ,Noor  Hussain,  Nadia  Hammouda, 
Katherine  Corris,  Jillian  Forsythe,  Lindsey  Gallagher,  Edlyn  Wu.  Second  Row:  Heather  Eidinger,  Elizabeth  Campbell,  Maia  Giesbrecht,  Sarah 
Tschudin,  Christina  Phan,  Jessica  Echenberg,  Olivia  Catchlove,  Mona  Bosnakyan,  Sarah  Cheng.  Front  Row:  Corinna  Brussel,  Angela  Yung, 
Vanessa  Root,  Stacey  Gould,  Nadege  Roscoe-Rumjahn,  Heather  Townsend.  Absent:  Janie  Desroches 


My  Dream  in  Life  is  to... 

Mona  B...go  on  a  tour  of  Canada 
Olivia  C...own  a  cat  and  a  bird 
Sarah  C.. .become  a  famous  artist 
Katherine  C...have  a  horse  named  Black 
Beauty  and  ride  it  all  day 
Kelly  D...win  a  $1,000,000  and  go  shopping 
Jessica  E...live  in  Italy  and  be  a  fashion 
designer 

Kate  F... become  a  famous  author 
Jillian  F...be  a  model  for  Gap  Kids 
Lindsey  G...live  in  a  world  of  peace  where  all 
people  are  happy 

Dana  G...be  a  model,  singer  and  dancer 
Nadia  H... become  a  famous  doctor 


Noor  H...  be  the  best  in  my  class 
Christina  P...  become  a  doctor 
Neelu  S...  become  a  pianist 
Kathleen  S...  have  a  castle,  a  white  horse, 

candy  and  all  the  money  in  the  world 
Reem  T...  become  a  princess  and  marry 
a  prince 

Edlyn  W...that  Khappa  Rho  wins  the  prize  at  the 
end  of  the  year 

Mon  Reve  est  de  devenir 

Corinna  B...une  actrice  ou  une  mannequin 
Elizabeth  C...une  detective  et  resoudre  des 
crimes  mysterieux 

Janie  D...une  protectrice  d'animaux  et  d'habiter 


a  St.  Sauveur 
Heather  E.. .jockey 
Maia  G...institutrice  a  la  maternelle 
Stacey  G...une  touriste  independante  a  Disneyland 
Sze  Wan  H...un  medecin  et  de  sauver  des  personnes 
Leticia  K...comedieime  a  la  television 
Stephanie  K...la  Head  Girl  et  d'annoncer  les  hymnes 
a  I'assemblee 
Erica  L...une  actrice 
Shuk  Man  (Charmaine)  L...une  avocate 
Vanessa  R...une  actrice  celebre 
Nadege  R...une  artiste  celebre 
Heather  T...photographe  pour  National  Geographic 
Sarah  T...proprietaire  d'une  licorne 
Angela  Y...une  institutrice  a  la  maternelle 
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Grade  Five 


Back  Row  (left  to  right):  Mrs.  Vikander,  Karen  Bosnakyan,  Karen  O'Keefe,  Diane  Sinclair,  Adrienne  Wolf,  Alexa  Barwick,  Vanessa  Brott,  Randa 
Kachef,  Mme  Proulx.  Second  Row:  Andrea  Rogolino,  Linda  Wang,  Laura  Goodman,  Manna  Chan,  Alexandra  Chaikov,  Sarah  Shapiro,  Lindsey 
Govan,  Nathalie  Doumet.  Front  Row:  Jessica  Stein,  Jessica  Potenza,  Alexis  Fisher,  Clara  Kwan,  Cora  Butler-Kim,  Alana  Dligacz 


Qu'est-ce  c'est  pour  toi  une  amie? 

Alexa  Barwick:  C'est  une  personne  qui  peut  m'aider  et  en  qui  je 
peux  avoir  confiance. 

Karen  Bosnakyan:  C'est  une  personne  qui  me  comprend. 

Vanessa  Brott:  C'est  une  personne  en  qui  je  peux  avoir  confiance. 
Cora  Butler-Kim:  C'est  une  personne  qui  peut  m'aider  et  avec  qui  je 
peux  jouer. 

Alexandra  Chaikov:  C'est  une  personne  qui  est  toujours  la  et  en  qui 
je  peux  avoir  confiance. 

Kit  Man(Manna)  Chan:  C'est  une  personne  en  qui  je  peux  avoir 
confiance. 

Alana  Dligacz:  C'est  une  personne  avec  qui  je  peux  jouer,  lire  et 
parler. 

Nathalie  Doumet:  C'est  une  personne  en  qui  je  peux  croire. 

Alexis  Fisher:  C'est  une  personne  sur  qui  je  peux  compter. 

Laura  Goodman:  C'est  une  personne  en  qui  je  peux  avoir  confiance. 


Lindsey  Govan:  C'est  une  personne  qui  est  juste  et  qui  m'encourage. 

Randa  Kachef:  C'est  une  personne  qui  est  gentille,  drole  et  en  qui 
je  peux  avoir  confiance. 

Clara  Kwan  :C'est  une  personne  avec  qui  je  peux  jouer,  qui  a  les 
memes  gouts  de  moi. 

Karen  0'Keefe:C'est  une  personne  qui  est  gentille  et  sur  qui  je 
peux  compter. 

Jessica  Potenza:C'est  une  personne  qui  me  respecte. 

Sarah  Shapiro:C'est  une  personne  en  qui  je  peux  avoir  confiance. 

Diana  Sinclair:C'est  une  personne  qui  me  comprend. 

Jessica  Stein:  C'est  une  personne  qui  est  prete  a  m'ecouter. 

Linhyao(Linda)  Wang:  C'est  une  personne  qui  va  me  rendre 
heureuse. 

Adrienne  Wolf:  C'est  une  personne  avec  qui  je  peux  jouer. 
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Grade  Six 


Oju 

Back  Row  (left  to  right):  Kim  Chackal,  Lindsay  Rosenthal,  Maya  Kurowski,  Marlene  Ayas,  Majdala  Geoffrion,  Lily  Vennor,  Mme  Thibault,  Mrs. 
Lewis.  Third  Row:  Shannon  Smith,  Julia  O'Keefe,  Lauren  Goldman,  Gul  Jan  Sherwani,  Jennifer  Kyle,  Julia  Bumier,  Laura  Marcus.  Second  Row: 
Jessica  Tory,  Victoria  Astrid  Coyle,  Tamar  Gurunlian,  Sissi  Seguret-Mansour,  Holly  Fagen,  Kristin  Johnston,  Karen  Lo 
Front  Row:  Athena  Tzotzis,  Christine  Kostiuk,  Jessica  Colin-Durand,  Sarah  Amy  Bishop,  Nathalie  Nguyen. 


Imagine  si... 


Imagine  if... 


Marlene  aimait  les  garqons. 

Sarah  Amy  ne  lisait  pas  de  livre  d'horreur. 

Holly  ne  parlait  pas  de  Sean. 

Lauren  aimait  Robert. 

Tamar  ne  dormait  pas  en  classe. 

Kristin  n'aimait  pas  sa  soeur. 

Christine  ne  jouait  pas  de  musique. 

Maya  avait  des  cheveux  noirs  et  frises. 

Julia  n'avait  pas  ses  taches  de  rousseur. 

Sissi  n'avait  pas  toujours  son  nez  dans  les  "J'aime  Lire." 

Gul  Jan  n'avait  pas  de  bracelet. 

Lily  n'etait  pas  creative. 

Madame  Thibault  oubliait  son  maquillage  et  ses  grosses  boucles 
d'oreille. 


Nathalie  Nguyen  didn't  write  so  small. 

Jessica  Colin-Durand  didn't  like  animals. 
Victoria  Astrid  Coyle  forgot  her  bus  pass. 
Shannon  Smith  couldn't  swim. 

Jennifer  Kyle  couldn't  make  bracelets. 

Kim  Chackal  lost  her  temper. 

Tina  Tzotzis  paid  attention. 

Jessica  Tory  didn't  tease. 

Laura  Marcus  didn't  worry  about  what  was  due. 
Julie  Bumier  didn't  talk  about  boys. 

Majdala  Geoffrion  wasn't  so  perky. 

Lindsay  Rosenthal  didn't  talk. 

Karen  Lo  outgrew  Kim. 

Mrs.  Lewis  didn't  wear  a  pin. 
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Senior  School  Staff 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Mrs.  Milligan,  Ms.  Edwards,  Mrs.  Davies-Corrigan,  Mr.  Christiani,  Mrs.  Ewing,  Mr.  Lochtie,  Mr.  Hamilton. 
Second  Row:  Mrs.  Loo,  Mrs.  Fung,  Mrs.  Doetsch,  Mrs.  Marshall,  Mme  Charpentier,  Mme  Beaudoin,  Mrs.  McCaffrey. 

Front  Row:  Mrs.  Sutherland,  Mrs.  Shuster,  Ms.  Carriere,  Ms.  McNamara. 


Teacher's  Dream  Come  True . 

Mrs.  Balfour:  Championship  teams  and  a  brand  new  Subaru. 

Mme  Beaudoin:  Enseigner  a  The  Study. 

Ms.  Carriere:  Marry  the  man  of  my  dreams,  travel  around  the 
world,  and  have  8  kids. 

Mr.  Christiani:  Love,  understanding  and  a  fine  family! 

Mrs.  Doetsch:  A  little  robot  with  VCR  etc.  that  magically  works 
when  1  say  "start!" 

Mrs.  Ewing:  Access  to  Internet.  Soon! 

Ms.  Fry:  No  more  meetings! 

Mr.  Hamilton:  That  glimmer  of  understanding  in  a  student's  eyes! 
Mr.  Lochtie:  Graduates  who  come  back  to  thank  you. 

Mrs.  McCaffrey:  A  magic  wand  that  does  marking  of  tests. 

Mr.  McCauley:  Unlimited  RAM. 

Mrs.  Milligan:  A  maid! 


Ms.  Reingewirtz:  A  bigger  school  bag! 

Mrs.  Shuster:  Overhead  markers  that  never  run  out. 
Mrs.  Sutherland:  "an  uninterrupted  lunch." 
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Secondary  One 


Back  Row  (left  to  right):  Ms.  McNamara,  Mrs.  Shuster,  Kaitlyn  Riordan,  Rana  Shbib,  Elora  Roy,  Molly  Gupta,  Emma  McLaren,  Emma  Sindell. 

^  Third  Row:  Elise  Ellman,  Rachel  Leider,  Vanessa  Campbell,  Isabel  Chan,  Aleta  Brott,  Nina  Ghais,  Miriam  McLeod,  Isabelle  Faure,  Hannah 
Buckland  Second  Row:  Samantha  Cleyn,  Jennifer  Gold,  Sara  Kreil,  Stephanie  Dunn,  Claudia  Gorenko,  Daisy  Giagkos,  Xing  Zeng,  Melinda  Heijl. 
Front  Row:  Jennifer  Errunza,  Katie  Regan,  Delbina  Potenza,  Cheryl  Meriales,  Celina  Nahanni,  Eugenia  Potapova. 


She  thinks  shell  be. .  .but  shell 

Claudia:  vet  or  doctor  ...  workaholic 
Elora:  lawyer ...  cheerleader 
Molly:  accountant...  guest  for  Nina's  talk  show 
Sam:  marine  biologist... an  american  president 
Aleta:  a  teacher  and  pet... defective  brain 
surgeon  shop  owner 

Sara:  hockey  player.. .a  presidential  assassin 
Nina:  modern  architect  ...talk  show  host  with 
no  guests 

Jenny:  kindergarten  teacher... clothes  label 
designer 

Rana:  teacher...  pencil  case  designer 
Isabelle:  children's  books...  make  up  artist/ 
model 


probably  be 

Cheryl:  brain  surgeon...  a  witch  doctor 

Miriam:  psychiatrist ...  an  army  officer 
Kaitlyn:  actress  ...  country  singing  marine 

Vanessa:  layer/ actress.. .telephone  operator 
Delbina:  architect...  member  of  Canadian 
equestrian  team 

Ms.  McNamara:  astronaut...  earring  designer 

Hannah:  actress...  comedian 
Isabel:  lawyer... hairdresser 
Steph:  veterinarian... depanneur  girl 
Elise:  artist.. .the  next  Jo  Jo 
Jennifer:  doctor /scientist...  juggler 
Daisy:  biologist... cabbage  patch  kid 


Mel:  kindergarten  teacher...  stewardess 
Rachel:  architect... shoe  salesman 
Emma  M:  singer.. .fashion  designer 
Celina:  in  the  air  force... president 
Jane:  astronomer... translator 
Katie:  Toys  'R'  Us.. .clown 
Emma  S:  pediatrician.. .shrink 
Xing:  Doctor...  comedian \ singer 
Mrs.  Shuster:  Math  teacher... computer 
saleswoman 
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Secondary  Two 


Back  Row  (left  to  right);Cristma  Remond,  Diana  Farr,  Aimie  Minsky,  Laurel  Lighter-Young,  Jessica  Deakin,  Stephanie  Jarry,  Shivani  Oberoi,  lldiji 
Tokes  Mme.  Charpentier.  Second  Row:  Nidhi  Khanna,  Rebecca  Lovell,  Caroline  Fakhry,  Vanessa  Piccolo,  Martha  Brown,  DaHa  Kach^ 
Andreanne  Robert-Morin,  Jennifer  Pothitos,  Andrea  Heckler.  Front  Row:  Sharon  Ho,  Rachel  Cytrynbaum,  Jessica  Forsythe,  Alysia  Meddinjl.^ 
Joanna  Herba,  Marie  Khediguian  ' 


Nicknames 


Andreanne:  AAtm 
Laurel:  Claude-Sophie 
Jessica:  Slim  Jim 
Cristina:  Crispy 
Vanessa:  Niki 
Shivani:  Sivana 
Rebecca:  Heaven-Leigh 
Nidhi :  Nid-high 
Ildiko:  Slim  Jim 
Sharon:  Spiky 
Dalia  :  Dahlya 
Andrea:  Gertrude 
Martha:  Marzipan 


Amy  :  Captain  Kirkie 

Diana :  Heather-the  pregnant  'woman 

Marie :  Skinamariekidinkidoo 

Joanna:  Jona,  my  favourite  little  dolphin... 

Alysia:  Mini  dippy 

Caroline:  Skiimy  dippy 

Stephanie:  Step-on-me  Jarhead 

Jennifer:  Niffer  Sniffer 

Rachel:  Rover 

Jessica  D.:  Scuba  Chose 

Mme  Charpentier  :  (Indian  name)  teaches  with 
contacts 
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Secondary  Three 

i  y 


row  ( left  to  right):  Bana  Hamze,  Giulia  El  Dardiry,  Stacey-Anne  Fmkelberg-Keller,  Robyn  Yanofsky,  Caroline  Marsden,  Talia  Brott, 
drs.  McCaffrey.  Third  row:  Laura  Petty,  Jessica  Lapointe,  Victoria  Connelly,  Nadia  Niro,  Amanda  Eaman,  Kimry  Gravenor,  Krystina 
’argnoli,  Katherine  Creamer.  Second  row:  Rosemarie  Monge,  Vanessa  Diaz  de  la  Serna,  Wasan  Al-Azzawe,  Christina  Barakett,  Samantha 
dofman.  Heather  Ternoway,  Nadine  Ellman.  Front  row:  Julia  Carbone,  Beatrish  Pacher,  Chloe  Barnabe,  Valerie  Schoof,  Joanna  Mok. 


WANT: 

Vasan  Al-Azzawe :  ... 

Zhristina  Barakett :  A  handsome  movie  star  who  will  only  be 
happy  if  1  spend  obscene  amounts  of  money. 

Zhloe  Barnabe  :  A  nun  called  marry 

Talia  Brott :  Some  tall  hunk  who  comes  along  at  the  right  time, 
lulia  Carbone  :  Matthew  Lawrence 
i^ictoria  Connelly  :  Mr.  Jones 
Katherine  Creamer  :  Johnathan  Brandis 

Vanessa  Diaz  de  la  Serna  :  A  handsome,  caring  and  loving  man 

;Amanda  Eaman  :  J  Anonymus 

Gulia  El  Dardiry  :  Someone  my  parents  hate 

[Nadine  Ellman  :  Keanu  Reeves 

Krystina  Fargnoli :  J  Anonymus 

Stacey-Anne  Finkelberg-Keller  :  J  Anonymus 


Kimry  Gravenor  :  J  Anonymus 

Bana  Hamze  :  Will  Deluca 

Samantha  Hofman  :  Ruh  Paul 

Jessica  Lapointe  :  Kurt  Cobain's  ashes 

Caroline  Marsden  :  Jim  Morrison 

Joanna  Mok  :  A  tall ,  handsome  ,  successful  man 

Rosemarie  Monge  :  Mike  Vitar 

Nadia  Niro  :  J  Anonymus 

Beatrish  Pacher  :  A  good  looking ,  fill-in-your-nationality  ,  who  is 
willing  to  feed  me  ice  cream  in  bed 
Laura  Petty  :  Patrick  Roy 
Valerie  Schoof :  Mike  Myers 
Heather  Ternoway  :  Michael  Stipe 
Robyn  Yanofsky  :  Joe  Blow 
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Back  Row  (left  to  right):  Malika  Oberoi ,  Bianca  Nolet ,  Patrizia  Genoni ,  Sarah  Goad  ,  Coriima  Groenendaal ,  Ms.  Fry. 
Second  Row  :  Nicole  Dimyan ,  Katie  Kostiuk ,  Shirley  Yoon ,  Alhson  Cobrin ,  Barbara  Ciocca  ,  Merissa  Simonian,  Annemarie 

Rued. 

Front  Row  :  Carrie  Czerwinski ,  Andrea  Hucal ,  Jasmine  Ezagui ,  Adria  Minsky ,  Deniz  Barki. 


Deniz:  "Sailing  heartships  through  broken  harbours"-Neil  Young 
Barbara:  "Sometimes  I  give  myself  the  creeps" -Green  Day 
Sarah:  "&  I  said  to  my  reflection  let's  get  out  of  this  place" -Squeeze 
Allison:  "I'll  get  you  a  satanic  maniac"-Rocky  Horror  Picture  Show 
Carrie:  "Where  all  the  monkeys  do  what  they  see"-Counting  Crows 
Nicole:  "I'm  a  joker.  I'm  a  smoker.  I'm  a  midnight  toker" -Steve  Miller  Band 

Jasmine:  "Dis  is  dedicated  to  the _ dat  was  down  from  day  one  Bang  welcome  to  Deathrow"-Dr.  Dre 

Patrizia:  "Once  in  a  while  you  get  shown  the  light,  in  the  strangest  of  places,  if  you  look  at  it  right"-Grateful  Dead 

Corinna:  "I  won't  let  you  smother  me"-Nirvana 

Andrea:  "No  one  knows  where  our  secrets  go" -Smashing  Pumpkins 

Katie:  "Hakuna  Matata:  it  means  no  worries,  for  the  rest  of  your  days" 

Adria:  "I  wanna  rock  and  roll  all  night,  and  party  every  day" -Kiss 
Bianca:  "Reality  used  to  be  a  friend  of  mine"-P.M.  Dawn 

Malika:  "The  sands  of  time  are  eroded  by  the  river  of  constant  change"-Genesis 
Annemarie:  "I'm  going  crazy,  really  crazy,  I  am  gone"-Smashing  Pumpkins 
Merissa:  "I've  been  dazed  and  confused  for  so  long  it's  not  true"-Led  Zeppelin 
Shirley:  "All  my  dreams  are  never  quite  as  it  seems"-Cranberries 


Secondary  Four 
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Sarah  Elizabeth  McCans  1988  -  1995 

Well,  1  don't  think  that  I'll  ever  meet  people  quite  like  you  guys.  Besides  having  been  tied  to  trees  +  having  bei  5 
subjected  to  other  forms  of  abuse  I'll  always  call  you  my  friends.  I'd  like  to  thank  DA,  FC,  KJ,  NK-A,  GL,  HM,  RN  ,£  • 
AS  for  filling  these  past  7  years  with  laughter  and  bladder  accidents.  Lunches  will  simply  never  be  the  same.  Julie,  Ali(  I 
Ali:  wish  you  could've  stayed  till  the  end  but  things  happen.  Thanks  to  my  walking  buddies  over  the  years  -  you  mai  j 
those  little  journeys  all  the  more  enjoyable  (besides  being  pushed  into  snowdrifts,  leaves  +  sprinklers).  Never  forgL 
Bishops  '91-'95,  Moscow  '93;  Sasha,  black-market  men,  the  chicken,  Goodyear  pancakes.  Stuffing  our  faces  (Hil;  t  ■ 
infamous  meal)  and  suicidal  toboganing  I'll  see  you  at  the  '98  hackey  sack  Olympics.  Thanks  to  my  teache ; 
NC,RH,BM,JM,MM,RS,ME  for  teaching  me  a  love  of  their  subjects  +  for  their  guidance.  Daddy,  thanks  for  instillij 
in  me  a  love  for  everything  natural  +  beautiful.  Mummy,  thanks  for  aU  your  cookies  +  peanut  butter  +  jam.  Mark,  than 
for  always  finding  a  way  to  always  armoy  me  like  a  little  bro  should.  Thanks  to  the  zoo  for  comforting  me  when  I  w 
down.  Thanks  to  all  the  people  who  I  have  forgotten  and  who  have  been  part  of  my  everyday  school  life.  Your  smilh  t 
faces  +  friendliness  have  made  these  years  bearable.  Never  lose  touch  but  if  we  do  you'll  know  where  to  find  me  (c ; 
Fran?!)  Good-bye  my  fellow  spams,  you  all  deserve  the  best,  never  settle  for  less.  ! 

"I  used  to  think  my  life  was  empty,  a  lonely  space  to  fill"  -Sarah  McLachlan  | 

Thanks  for  filling  the  space.  ' 

love,  Sally 


Noriko  Nana  Adjoa  Akoma  Kyei-Aboagye  1984-1995 

I  can't  believe  it's  all  over.  To  my  class:  thanks  for  making  me  tough  enough  to  take  on  the  world  DA  thanks  for  being 
a  shoulder  I  could  lean  on  GL  Uh  Uh  Uh  Oh  my  God,  to  the  rest  of  you  if  s  been  an  experience!"  Years  go  by  and  I'm 
still  here  waiting  for  somebody  else  to  understand  ...Maybe  they're  just  pieces  of  me  you've  never  seen  before."-Tori 
Amos  MG,  merd  beaucoup  pour  tout.  ER,  thanks  for  helping  me  find  my  voice.  MM,  thanks  for  teaching  me  how  to 
use  it.  RH,  Thanks  for  teaching  me  what  a  verger  is,  among  other  things.  LF,  thank  you  for  having  faith  in  me  even 
when  I  didn't.  McShennib,  DON'T  SHCX)T  I'M  IRISH!  Thanks  for  being  as  passionate  as  I  am  and  for  always  laughing 
when  I  did,  we'll  dance  the  backchiwawa  in  traveling  hats' til  Watch  Binder  Girl  takes  over  the  world.  No,  you  shut- 
up!  Check  point  Charlie!  Gas!  Roll!  To  my  3  big  sisters:  JJ  for  always  making  things  make  sense,  bake  a  poppie  seed 
cake,  MF  for  understanding  my  obsessions,  RC  for  always  being  there  (I'll  never  forgive  you  for  leaving  the  club),  and 
all  of  you  thanks  for  making  me  laugh  so  hard  I  forgot  to  cry.  To  the  rest  of  the  gang,  I  love  you  all.  Rende  vu  JW  you 
should  be  here  with  me,  you're  always  in  my  heart.  Ako,  thanks  for  being  my  best  friend.  I'll  torch  Boston  for  you 
anytime.  Mummy  and  Daddy,  thanks  for  giving  me  life,  don't  worry  about  your  baby,  she'll  be  just  fine.  She  may  even 
surprise  you.  I  am  a  knight  riding  to  his  first  battle,  I  am  too  old  to  stay  yet  too  young  to  go.  Trembling  beneath  my 
armour,  I  charge  forward  blindly. 


Derev  Antikacioglu  1989-1995 

"You  can  check  out  any  time  you  like  but  you  can  never  leave,"  best  describes  how  I  usually  feel  about  this  scho 
Nonetheless,  after  6  yrs.  of  information  overdose,  joy,  tears  &  frustration  the  time  has  finally  come  for  me  to  move  c 
E.M.  -  From  the  Marcelline  playground  days  until  now,  you  have  been  there  for  me  in  the  best  way.  Neither  Flori 
nor  anything  else  could  come  between  this  friendship.  To  my  other  friends  FC,  KJ,  GL,  AEM,  HM,  SM,  RN,  AS,  V 
what  can  I  say  but  thank  you.  You  put  up  w/  my  mood  swings,  attitude  +  my  complaints.  I  owe  you  whaF s  left 
my  sairity.  U  have  all  stuck  by  me  through  "highs"  and  low.  I  am  who  I  am  thanx  to  U.  -DON'T  BLAME  YOURSEL  VI 
U  GUYS  ROCK!  KG,  NN,  U're  BIG  LOSERS,  EXDN'T  EVER  CHANGE.  TO  GREAT  BRITAIN!  MS  -  It's  been  stran 
but  definitely  interesting.  TS,  now  I  know  what  not  to  look  for.  V(  I  forgot  your  last  name)  1995  started  off  on  the  rig 
foot  thanx  to  u.  What  that  'insinuates'  is  beyond  me.  To  my  teachers:  ER,  I  owe  you  my  self-confidence.  Thank  y 
for  never  giving  up  on  me.  (Even  in  times  when  I  wished  u  would)  RH.  Thank  you  for  enstowing  in  me  a  love  for  t 
past  and  a  want  to  discover  the  future.  Both  your  impacts  on  me  have  been  inunense.  AB,  you  deserve  the  best  in  li 
You've  not  only  been  a  great  and  supportive  friend  but  a  father  figure  as  well,  but  no  pressure!Mom  and  Dad,  yc 
care  &  efforts  have  molded  me.  Thank  for  all  the  cultural  opportunities,  I  will  cherish  them  always.  DA,sucks  to 
you  sweetie!  You  have  9  years  left  in  here. 

Class  of  '95,  "when  your  deepest  thoughts  are  broken,  just  keep  on  dreaming  because  when  you  stop  dreaming  i 
time  to  die."  Until  we  meet  again.  Love,  Derev  (a. k. a. the  Bully) 
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Francesca  Annamaria  Vivian  Caruana  1984  -  1995 

e  for  me  at  the  Study  was  one  big  maze,  sometimes  I  turn  corners  only  to  reach  dead  ends,  but  after  eleven  years, 
m  honestly  say  I've  reached  the  end.  This  journey  for  me  couldn't  have  been  possible  without  my  friends  and  family, 
I  help  guide  the  way.  Devo  quello  che  sono  alia  mia  famiglia,  ti  ringratzio:  Ma,  Pa,  Carmelo,  nona,  nono  et...Tess!  Ti 
lo.  To  my  friends;  KJ  -  DA  -  HM  -  AS  -  GL  -  RN  -  LS  -  KM  -  AB  -  AP  -  Always  remember  the  good  times.  I  have  so 
my  things  to  list  since  each  and  every  one  of  you  has  left  me  with  something  special:  Seriously,  imagine,  hey  snatch, 
m,  babyface,  nice  overalls,  moldy  milk.  Spring  Ball,  patent  white  shoes,  HM  -  nice  pirouette,  whot?  Knowlton  Pub, 
)  clock  morning  walks,  I  need  you,  smelly  baby,  la  tin  ball,  ball  of  confusion,  late  night  conversations,  threesome,  Marc, 
ub  Crescent,  belch,  club  rejection,  shoes,  Anu-pa-o-wa,  cast  after  party.  Cotillion,  A.L,  Sorry  GL  for  all  those  pictures, 
inks  for  being  so  loyal.  Rave  on.  It's  because  she's  skinny.  I  hope  you  all  have  a  nice  trip. 

"We  got  what  we  needed  out  of  it.  It's  kind  of  like  when  you  go  on  vacation,  you  plan  everything  out  but 
en  one  day  you  make  a  wrong  turn,  or  you  take  a  detour  and  you  end  up  in  some  crazy  place  you  can't  even  find 
m  the  map.  Doing  something  you  never  thought  you  would  do,  maybe  you  feel  a  little  lost  while  it's  happening 

but  later  you  realize  it  wasthe  best  part  of  the  whole  trip." 

-  Threesome 


Gee  Min  (Corns)  Chan  1993-1995 

I  NEVER  THOUGHT  I  WOULD  BE  HERE.  WELL,  IT  HAS  BEEN  TWO  YEARS  IN  THE  STUDY,  TWO 
FUN  HLLED  YEARS.  IF  I  DIDN'T  HAVE  MY  FRIENDS  I  WOULDN'T  HAVE  BEEN  AS  HAPPY  AS  I  AM 
NOW.  EACH  OF  THEM  HAS  DIFFERENT  CHARACTERISTICS.  HRST  OF  ALL,  TANYA,  A  VERY 
LOUD  PERSON,  AND. . .  CAN  YOU  BE  MORE  AWAKE  WHEN  YOU  ARE  ON  THE  PHONE  PLEASE?! 
LAURA,  THE  GIRL  WHO  ALWAYS  DOES  HER  HOMEWORK  COMPLETELY,  AND  HANDS  THEM  IN 
ON  TIME  (YEAH  RIGHT!!!!).  FINALLY,  MAHA,  A  GIRL  WHO  DOES  NOT  LIKE  SALT  AND  GUYS  (IT 
IS  NOT  SUCH  A  BAD  COMBINATION  YOU  KNOW!).  AND  SHE  NEVER  MADE  ANY  YELLOW 
JOKES!  YOU  CAN  TELL  THAT  MY  SARCASM  GETS  BETTER  AND  BETTER  TOWARDS  THE  END  OF 
THE  YEAR.  I  REMEMBERED  THE  TRIP  TO  STRATFORD  WAS  SO  FUN,  ESPECIALLY  THE  SURPRISE 
PARTY  FOR  MAHA,  BECAUSE  WE  HAD  A  LOT  OF  FOOD  THAT  LAURA  AND  TANYA  BROUGHT 
ALL  THE  WAY  FROM  MONTREAL  FOR  MAHA!  OH!  THE  SCIENCE  MUSEUM  IN  OTTAWA,  I  HAD 
SO  SO  SO  SO  SO  SO  MUCH  FUN!  I  THANK  ALL  MY  TEACHERS  A  LOT.  I  LEARNED  A  LOT  FROM 
THEM.  THANK  YOU  VERY  MUCH.  I  LOVE  YOU  ALL. 


GEE  MIN  (CORUS)  C. 


Laura  Diaz  de  la  Serna  De  la  Fuente  1991-1995 

! 

I 

il.El-Z,T.N,V.H,andC.C,fellowMUSKADEERSiHATE  having2sayG-BYE  butIfeelCOMPELLED2  thereRalOOO 
fiemories&itMAKESm  eGObaluee.ImamboOHsoMANYthingsLIKEgettingLOST  inTHEjuniorSCHOOL 
aSHOULDhaveKNOWNbetterTHAN2TRUSTmeUsillyBUM)howDO  uTHINKlover-boy"THING"isDOING?i 
ETuCANstillSMELLtheOBSESSIONfhowMANYguysCANcorusMEET  inAweek?SOILENTgreen,MIHO  don't 
ORGET2  send  A  postcardFROMjapan,SPANISHlessons,JUNGEleute,Idon'tEVENknowAcarlitos!NOV20 
hibugamau,MUTE  communicationWHILEeating,MUSKADEERS  acceptanceTESTS&CRASH  courses, Isolemnly 
!’ROMISE2RE-PAYallTjH[Eloose-leafIborrowed!TANYA'SneverENDINGlove4D-MOONandHERinfatuationW/ 
iDne,lazy  WABBITS,CHOOchoo(ringAbellCORUS?)didANSONeverWRITE?ifTOMORROW  comes,NOmore 
;LINDdates4MOI,duetW/TANYA"appyERTHeyOOoo"METROguyALEX,whatsWITHallTHEcontainers 
’ORUS?nerdlings, LIVING  onMYownTIROREREtirorere,HAPPYhappyJOYjoy,SORRY  4corruptingYOUR 
tudyHABITScorus,PEERears(NOTpiercedEARS)bellyDANCINGlessons,I  dontMAMBO,la-oo-ra  NOTlaura. 
LM,LM,V.S,F.R,  siempreMEacuerdoDEuds  (UNbuenDIAregreso)LULUpicaronaJIMENA(he-men-ah)  NOte 
DLVIDESdeTUS  hermanas  ADOPTIVAS,choco-aventuras,KUKI,mamaYpapaLOSquiero  MUCHISIMO,alicia 
jRACIASporSERtanLINDAvaneGRACIASXESPERARMEtodosLOSdiasPARAq'ACABARAeste  ANUARIO"  there 
tplaces  I'LLrememberALLmy  LIFE,allTHESEplaces  HAVEtheirMOMENTSw/lovers&FRIENDSiSTILL 
:anRECALL,iKN0Wi'110FTEN  stop&THINKaboutTHEMinMYhfel' VElovedTHEMall"  .luv ALWAYS  Laura. 
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Amira  Morsi  El-Messidi  1987-1995 

It's  never  easy  to  leave  the  ones  you  love  most.  Experiencing  it  once  was  hard,  but  this  time  there's  no  coming  bac 
Never  did  I  imagine  I'd  be  back  to  the  ones  whom  I  grew  up  with,  with  whom  I  shared  happiness  and  misery.  Tint 
flew  by  so  fast.  I  have  so  many  memories,  especially  Mama,  Mama,  I  dislocated  my  knee !  and  H.McG's  lead  pencil  joke 
not  to  mention  my  mathwork  message  for  K.J  in  Grade  6-  what  a  stumble!  Thank  U  D.A  for  being  a  great  friend  an 
helper  whenever  I  needed  U-  you're  the  best  shrink  ever.  S.S,  you  have  been  a  great  friend.  Thanx  N.K.A  for  tl 
long  talks  and  for  making  me  laugh-  you  beat  Robin  Williams.  A.S,  we've  come  a  long  way.  S.M,  no  matter  what  yc 
say,  you  R  telephobic!  And  G.  L,  you've  always  been  the  one  to  clue  me  in  about  every  song  on  the  radio.  I  owe  gratituc 
to  all  my  teachers.  Thank  you  E.R  for  having  always  been  by  my  side;  u  have  been  a  good  influence  and  have  helpe 
shaped  my  life.  J.M,  you  R  a  great  teacher.  Sorry  for  making  you  yell  so  much  in  B-Ball.  D.F,  U  R  a  great  teacher,  I 
never  forget  our  long  talks.  I  would  have  never  been  able  to  write  a  research  paper  without  U.  K.K.  Thank  you  Mo! 
&  Dad  for  my  upbringing,  now  I  understand  the  meaning  behind  your  guidelines.  U  have  implanted  in  me  cultur 
values  &  ethics.  The  class,  teachers  and  family  are  "the  wind  beneath  my  wings"  The  class  has  called  me  so  many  nami 
(humourously):  El-Nerdo,  Ugly,  Dufus  ,  Ratface,  Geek,  Fishface....Yet,  still  I  love  &  remember  all  of  U.  j 

"Lucky  are  the  ones  who  made  me  cry  and  cried  for  me,  lucky  the  ones  who  made  me  laugh  and  i 
stopped  others  from  laughing  at  me."  LOVE  YOU  ALL,  ; 

AMIRA 


Maha  El-Zoeri  1992-1995 

Well,  it  is  finally  over.  Yeah,  I  made  it  through  these  three  years  at  the  Study.  Three  years 
full  of  wonderful  memories  I  will  never  forget.  The  way  Vicki  and  I  stuggled  our  way  through 
grade  nine  Math,  following  the  philosophy  of  "you  silly  bum"  instead  of  the  wise  "learn  from 
your  mistakes".  Laura  where  on  Earth  did  you  find  your  Cotillion  date?  You  know  he  wasn't 
that  bad.  Tanya,  or  should  I  say  "Hot  Tanya"?  I  insist  the  20/20  guy  exists.  Corns  when  are  we 
going  to  go  to  Chinatown?  You  know  Ben  &  Alan  are  still  waiting.  Remember  you  can  always 
go  and  wash  Berny's  dishes.  Tanya  keep  our  affair  a  secret.  Corus  don't  use  your  brain!  Laura 
you'd  make  a  great  shrink.  Who's  Carlitos?!  Tanya  my  offer  for  the  trim  still  stands,  you  can 
trust  me.  Ha!  Don't  worry  Corus  you'll  grow  (  yeah  right!)  My  toe!  It's  got  a  simple  fracture! 
No,  it's  broken  ahhhh!!!  Lisa  you  are  great,  and  so  are  you  Mr.  Meat  Choper  (Raymond).  Coma 
man  I  miss  you,  and  David's  saying  hi!  Shareen  (Tuti),  where  are  you?  I  love  you  all.  Thanks 
for  everything. 


Miho 


Nadia  Gibbs  1988-1991 , 1994-1995 

Hey  Babes  did  you  miss  me?  In  the  tradition  of  all  great  sequels  (i.e.  The  Return  of  the  Swami 
Thing),  I'm  baaaack!  The  more  things  change,  the  more  they  remain  the  same.  .It's  been  so  lor 
that  I  don't  remember  the  good  times,  maybe  we  didn't  have  any.  Mostly  I  remember  being' 
royal  pain  in  the  (censored).  Y'all  must  be  the  easiest  people  in  the  world  to  tick  off.. .Still  can 
believe  I'm  back,  still  can't  believe  I'll  soon  be  leaving,  still  can't  believe  I'm  finally  taller  tha 
all  of  you.  HA!  (And  of  course  R.M  towers  over  all  of  us,  even  sitting  down)...Remembi 
Ottawa  (barely),  remember  seventh  grade  dances  (omigod!),  remember  Stratford  (G.L.  ha; 
naked.  Valley  of  the  Dolls!),  remember  everything  in  between?  (I  don't)  Forget  French  cam' 
forget  bonkings  on  the  head. .  .Drowning  in  homework,  somebody  shoot  me! . . .Who  needs  a  da i 
for  Grad. ..Everybody  loves  M.R... choir.. .D.A.  on  a  rampage.. .R-E-S-P-E-C-T...B.B.  mean  Boc 
Beautiful. ..Study  girls  rock  the  world. ..anyway.  I'll  miss  you  Looney  Toons.  So  see  you  : 
Ireland,  and  hasta  luego  mis  amigas. 
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Kimberly  Erin  Johnston  1984-1995 

i  A^hat  lies  behind  us  and  what  lies  before  us  are  tiny  matters  compared  to  what  lies  with  us."  Yet  we  all  carry  the  past, 
j  has  shaped  us  and  helped  us  become  who  we  are.  And  we  all  worry  about  the  future  because  it  is  inevitably  what 
s  e  will  become.  But  between  the  two,  something  stronger  has  developed  inside  these  walls  at  The  Study.  And  that, 
what  will  always  live  within  us.  To  my  teachers.. ."Better  late  than  never."  Thanks  for  putting  up  with  me.  To  all 
ly  closest  friends  -  F.C,  K.P,  H.M,  D.A,  R.N,  A.S,  L.D,  IKE,  K.M,  G.L,  S.M  &  A.B-  You  carried  me  when  I  had  no  will 
I  walk,  and  listened  to  me  until  I  had  no  words  left  to  speak.  To  my  lockeroom  buddies  -  even  though  items  of  clothing 
ere  stolen  (Off  me!)  and  dirty  socks  placed  in  my  mouth,  u  bullies  still  mean  the  world  to  me.  D.W  -  You  were  a  part 
f  my  life  for  what  seemed  like  forever,  yet  it  was  only  years.  To  late  night  conversations  and  basement  encounters. 
0  my  family  who  taught  me  about  pride  and  courage... That  pride  is  holding  your  head  up  when  everyone  around 
ou  has  theirs  bowed  and  courage  will  give  you  the  strength  to  do  it.  To  A.B  -  who  would  have  thought  that  there  could 
e  anything  better  than  frienship.  TO  THE  CLASS  OF  '95  -  Good  Luck.. .You'll  need  it! 

"Take  a  look  around.  The  sun  has  gone  down 
And  I've  had  a  good  time.  Have  you  had  a  good  time? 

I've  loved  without  loss.  I've  put  down  my  cross 

You  know  what  I  know.  And  I'm  going  to  go."  -Moxy  Friivus 

Kimmy  J. 


Gabrielle  Johanne  LoRe  1988  - 1995 

"Ah,  yes,  indeed. ..it's  fun  time,  fun  time."-the  B-boys.Hey,  6  yrs  is  long.  I'm  glad  to  move  on!  However,  I  have  much 
2  take  w/me.  For  the  knowledge:  thanx  2  teachers  over  the  yrs(esp.RH,JM,DL  4  motivation). 4  the  joys,  tears  and  other 
emotions:  my  friends  mean  the  world2me.  A  place  in  my  write-up  is  hardly  gratification  enough  for  all  u've  given  me. 
At  the  risk  of  sounding  fromage,  I  luv  u  drones.  Some  mems&words:  DA:  B-boys,Pearl  Jam,STP,whatcha  want?  &a 
great  friend,  u,  helped  me  cope.FC:  you  gave  me  a  best  friend  4  3  years.  Things  change...  but  not  much.  HM:  A116?  Oops, 
My  so-called&  many  others.It’s  time  2bow  2the  shrine  of  plaid  pants,  Igor's  pockets  &  raw  dough.  Huh,  huh. .  .that's  sick. 
RN:  Thanks  for  listening  2my  guy  probs  (Reb,  he's  moving  back!","  can't  let  him  look!"  )By  the  way  I  don't  want  him. ..well, 
maybe  a  littlefnot  more  than  u  do).AS:  Club  experiencesfFaggers  -i-  Flash)  &Italian  sausage.  KJ:  A  record  #  of  stupid 
fights,  but  many  good  times  (usually  when  insulting  Stretched  Face&Greasy)Thanx  4  an  equal  dating  mistake.  NK-A:u 
supported  my  1-track  mind-they're  all  babes  I  say!lday  u'll  marry  him,how's  Willie?Beating  asparagus  w/  b-balls. 
AFRO:  thanx  4helping  me  torment  her  other  timesftaping  2tree,Mitha.Mac,Thudeep).  Marquis,Blue  Rodeo  &Lyle: 
fighting  4  Memma  and  2  get  rid  of  Peorgie,  JT&CN:  I  like  juice.GRADS  OF  '95,  U  ROCK!  Trie,  remember  to  parte,  u 
work  2  hard.  Thanx  2Jam,Ren,  Bo,Myr,  Becca&Sar.  RR:  big,bold&strong  but  a  sweet  guy.  2  dance&Lasalle  buds-It's 
been  fun  Mark:  5yrs,  been  thru  a  lot.. .we  can't  go  back.. .but  when  we're  55!  Campies:  didn't  4get  ya-I  enjoyed  the 
summer  of  hell!  GC:luv  ya.  SS,CK,PAC,KC,KW-  Hi!  Ryan:  always  remember  that  u're  great.Stephen:  Thanx  4  letting 
me  trust.  Mom,  Dad,  Mikey-thanx  4  putting  up  w/  me.. .I'm  really  not  crazy.  I  leave  you  all....HUGS!(call  me  Moonie) 


Hilary  Carrell  McGown  1984-1995 

I'l  am  no  longer  a  shuddering  speck  of  existence,  alone  in  the  darkness;  -I  belong  to  them  and  they  to  me;  we  all  share 
j:he  same  fear  and  the  same  life,  we  are  nearer  than  lovers,  in  a  simpler,  a  harder  way;  I  could  bury  my  face  in  them,  in 
;:hese  voices,  these  words  that  have  saved  me  and  will  stand  by  me."  -  Erich  Maria  Remarque. 
jA'e  are  but  travellers  on  the  path  of  life.  It  is  twisted  and  it's  destination  imknown.  We  walk  this  path  with  love,  joy, 
(tiate,  fear  and  anxiety,  but  when  we  have  reached  the  end  of  this  long  and  winding  road,  we  will  say  "What  a  long, 
ptrange  trip  it's  been."  After  1 1  years  of  anticipation,  the  big  write-up  has  finally  arrived  and  I  am  lost  for  a  meaningful 
{thought.  However,  I  do  know  what  to  say  to  all  my  friends:  DA,  AS,  KJ,  FC,  RN,  SM,  GL,  FURB,  VL,  BCR,  IKE  KH  -  you 
^re  the  most  beautiful  people  on  this  Earth,  and  you're  better  than  anyone  out  there.  You  deserve  the  universe.  To  all 
jtny  friends  at  the  BLBC,  I'm  really  going  to  miss  those  exciting  summers  with  all  you  party  animals.  Whatever.  To  my 
teachers  -  you  know  who  you  are,  sorry  for  all  the  insults,  especially  rat-face.  Mom,  Dad,  Nannie,  I  love  you  so  much, 
thank  you  for  everything,  especially  the  thousands  of  dollars,  it  was  worth  it.  I  am  finally  leaving  the  private  school 
system,  thank  God  I  don't  have  to  deal  with  anymore  pigs  from  SHS,  low  Rider.  There  are,  however,  exceptions,  don't 
be  offended.  I  knew  that  this  day  was  inevitable,  however,  I  didn't  know  I  was  to  leave  my  childhood  innocence  in  a 
grade  1  classroom.  Here's  to  drive-thru  restaurants,  take-out  food,  wings  and  sweatpants. 


PS-wanky  wank,  two  bones. 


Love  Hil. 


Rachel  Dawes  McLeod  1983-1995 


I've  been  at  this  school  for  12  years,  but  even  I  have  a  hard  time  thinking  of  what  to  write.  The 
I  think  of  all  the  "good"  times  I've  had  at  this  school.  Using  NK-A  as  a  punching  bag  when! 
was  frustrated.  KJ  and  all  her  long  relationships  with  guys,  I  mean  what's  with  that  DA  an 
her  diet  fiber.  NK-A,  GL,  and  SS  making  fun  of  me.  HM  making  fun  of  my  voice.  NG  decidin 
to  join  our  class  the  day  before  school  started  and  not  telling  me.  CN  being  obsessed  with 
from  Oureau.  CN's  sordid  stories  about  things  that  happened  to  her  at  Oureau.  Hanging  oii 
at  AL  Van  Route,  last  year,  with  SS,  GL,  and  NK-A.  raiding  the  tuck  locker.  SS's  obsession  witi 
DM  and  now  with  an  LCC  guy,  when  will  it  end?  AE-M's  "laugh".  It's  amazing  that  we  gd 
through  the  year  without  killing  MR.  I've  just  had  a  hell  of  a  time  at  this  school.  I  can't  believ 
that  the  nightmare  is  finally  over.  I  don't  know  how  I'm  going  to  get  through  CEGEP.  Wei 
I  hope  we  can  all  keep  in  touch.  I've  got  to  go  study  economics,  so  good  luck  to  all  of  you  goin 
to  CEGEP. 


i 
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Rebecca  Jean  Naves  1992-1995 

To  my  class:  "It's  not  time  to  make  a  change,  just  relax,  take  it  easy,  you're  still  young."  Well,  now  that  the  most 
incredible  three  years  of  my  life  have  unfortunately  come  to  an  end.  You  all  know  the  appreciation  that  I  have  for  this 
school,  but  it  was  because  of  all  of  you  that  my  stay  here  was  so  awesome.  I'll  never  forget  the  incredible  times  that 
I  had  with  AS,  DA,  FC,  KJ,  HM,  GL.  To  you  all:  I  love  and  I'll  miss  you  terribly,  don't  ever  lose  touch.  AS:  the  inside 
jokes  are  too  many  2  count.  A  few  words  2  fill  u  in:  Calories,  nose,  Baileys,  Layla,  morning  breath,  5:15  a.m.  phone, 
bathroom  talks,  there,  teary  eyes.  Your  stories  R  unbelievable.  DA:  Our  friendship  was  not  instantaneous,  that's  4  sure 
but  it  definitely  has  come  a  long  way.  Even  though  we've  disagreed  about  almost  everything,  I  think  that  our  not- 
judging  attitude  is  awesome.  FC:  our  'Y'  experiences  and  Calories  talks  were  lots  of  fim.  Your  salads  were  outrageous! 
KJ:  where  to  begin?  After  getting  over  our  hating  each  other  phase  we  sure  have  a  great  friendship.  Thanks  for  our 
break-up  talks  and  understanding  my  theory  that  my  business  is  my  business.  I'll  never  forget  the  play  after-party. 
BREAD  +  CHEESE.  HM:QTpie!  My  middle  name  is  Joan.  I  swear  it  was  there  when  I  came  in.  Get  salt.. .no  tired.  GL: 
I  know  you  still  want  AS!  DN:  Well,  it  all  started  at  the  Ball  Gr.9  and  since  then  the  outcome  was  inevitable.  Talking 
with  you  at  play  after-party,  camping,  watching  Ace,  teimis  and  where  we  finally  got  our  act  together  B  Peel  /  DJ's. 
Let's  face  it  Bulgie,  summer  of  '94  ROCKED!  ILU  no  matter  what!  MDJ:  Hi!  "Take  your  time,  think  a  lot,  think  of 
everything  you've  got,  cause  you  will  still  be  here  tommorow  but  your  dreams  may  not."  FOR  THE  RECORD,  I  AM 
RIGHT!  Love  Always,  Reb 


Corinne  Christianne  Nichilo  1993-1995 

2  dream  of  the  person  U  would  like  2  B  is  to  waste  who  U  R.  Nicholle  Avery.  It  has  finally  come  2  an  end,  but  the  horizc 
is  still  far  ahead.  From  CCHS  2  The  Study  it  has  been  a  memorable  experience.  Now,  we  move  on.  AO  I  wish  mon( 
could  buy  your  love,  but  it  can't.  lOUasnowjob.  5  years  gone  by +  4ever  ahead.  I  love  you,  sexy!  Thanx  4  everythin 
JT  we've  been  through  hell  and  hopefully  there  will  B  much  more.  I  love  U  poopy.  DA,  NK-A,  ME-Z  thanx  4  beit' 
there.  GL  U  ROCK!!!!  (and  so  does  your  "juice"  +  all  your  hats).  2  class  of  '95, 1  wish  U  the  best  of  luck.  BD  thanx| 
everything  nice  tush,  blue  eyes.  Stay  sexy!  Stratford  (naked  pictures  of  GL  on  JT's  walls),  (Quebec,  sweets  +  danct 
nights  at  JT's  houses...  2  good  2  B  true.  PA  we  have  been  friends  since  birth  +  we  R  still  crazy!  I  love  you  my  brotht 
Mom  thanx  4  teaching  me  2  fly.  I  love  you!  PD  Tete '94  pour  toujours.  JD  degene.  2  my  family  thairk  U  4  your  suppo 
BA,  DC,  AL  never  4get  War-o.  Kenny  you  stay  in  our  hearts  forever.  CCHS  give  my  regards  to  Broadway.  CB,  V 
hello  jell-o.  Dad,  Suzie  -i-  Sabrina  I  love  you.  M-MA  U  got  the  body  of  a  God.  Always  use  pool  halls  +  arcades  to  pal 
the  time.  Gab:  stay  "happy"  +  Jay:  don't  fall  asleep,  get  "happy".  GT  stay. ..(sweet)?  Popsicles,  Tubs,  restaurants,  i 
time  left,  party  express,  true  lies,  gum,  three  hours  of  Mitch  a  day,  I  could  die,  mountain  bikes,  roller-blading,  beer,  G 
JT  +  CN:  the  3  musketeers,  B-boys  +  pagers,  GL:  don't  give  up,JT:  shape  up  +  everybody  4get  everything  U  don't  kno 
about.  RUMOURS.  U  don't  realize  what  it  means,  GL:  nice  butt  +  JT:  ribbit  ribbit.  Alexis  Nihon,  ear  piercing,  hi 
girlfriend  what-up.  Pike,  it's  over.  BD:  6  times.  Attacking  parents,  running  after  D.  Laurie  in  Tommy's  car  +  Jay's  L 
wish.  I  HAD  A  WICKED  TIME.  21+2  all,  have  a  good  life.  I'm  outta  here.  CIAO,  Corey 
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Tanya  No  1984-1995 

ll(  asItBeenllyearsAlready?Ican'tBelieveIt'sBeenSoLong!IcanStillRememberCryingOnThelstDayOfSchoolInGrl. 
a  i^eBeenThroughSoMuchSinceThatDay .  .MamboTheNerdlings?!They'llHauntMe4ever!MySo-CalledObsession W / 
il  [heMoon&Tone?Idon'tThinkSo!Vick&Thing:theObsessionJustSaidItAll!A.LvanHouteBringsBackSoMany 
i]  i[onderfulMemories!YeahRight!Stratford'92,hidingFromTheBusDriver,QuebecCity'93,It'sTheWhales...NoIt'sThe 
3ghorn!Moscow'93,ICan'tBelieveTheyMadeMeWearThatFurCoat!Stratford'94,L  D.S.F.(youMung!)&her(#@*%!) 

01  rutches!YourCotillionDateWasn'tThatBad!!ItWasFunSingingAtTheBusStopsWhenWeHadNothingBetter2Do 
Iiho(sillyBum!)RemindMeNever2LetUsetMeUpW/aBlindDateW/YourTasteInGuysWhoKnowsWhorilGet 
^1  tuckW/&IstillDon'tBeliveThat"hot"Story!WhenRuEverGoing2GiveUp&TellMeTheTruth?C.C,Don'tWorry, 
a  |emieWillAlwaysBeYours!ButThenAgain,uFiaveChiuChiu,Andrew,&— WhoseNamelwon't  Mentionl+allTheOther 
|luysUseein2MeetEachWeek!DeepThought:WeShouldAllWearBalueOnChibougamauDay!WhereDidWeCome 
jfpWithAllThisThings?Well,IfinallyMadeItThroughAwholeDecade&aYearAtTheStudy!  Icouldn'tHaveDoneltW/ 
utMyParentsWhoSacrificedSoManyThingsForMe(ei.Cable)IloveuSoMuch!&OfCourse,MyBrosToby&Colin — I 
DveUguys2EvenThoughUdroveMeCrazyACoupleOflOOOx!E.LJ.C,M.S,C.S,S.L:MiChinNyenDeul!Vick:u 
'robabIyWon'tBable2readThis,butIJustWant2LetYaknowThatILoveYa!(D/N/Q!)&2myFellowMusketeers 
aKnowWhoUR);LetsKeepInTouch4Ever,evenThoughWe'llProbablyEndUpHalfWayAcrossTheWorldFromEach 
ither!(LONGLIVEDADREEMUSKADEERS+ONE!!)&2myFellowClassmates:IWishUTheBestOfLuck!LoveTanya 

Sarah  Besan  Shennib  1983-1985, 1988-1995 

Well,the  grad  write-ups  have  to  be  in  today  and  I'm  still  making  mine  up.  I've  procrastinated  as  long  as  I  could,it 
seemed  too  final. How  could  you  put  down  most  of  your  life  in  1000  words?Well,  you  can't.  So  I'm  just  gonna  leave 
a  memory  of  some  of  the  things  that  helped  make  me.  All  those  dumb  little  clubs  in  Grade  5, throwing  books  out  the 
window  in  Grade  8,Portikapopo,khonfucious,sewingbasket,cooking  tabule,there's  something  in  there!Russia:I  didn't 

know  Goodyear  made  tires,  see  the  magician.  Redheads . MARQUISITape  Rachel  to  the  tree,watch  binder  girl, 

Mithta  Mac.Thudeep.I  donnknowIGr.  9  debate,go  the  Mighty  Ducks!Nana-England:flower  juice, what's  pie?  3.14159... 
Don't  shoot.  I'm  Irish,  never  fear.  Rupee's  here!. ..You'll  take  the  high  road,lab  explosions  "I'm  sorry!". ..Gab:Memma, 
Gene,you  will  marry  Georgie  Peorgie,  NO@*%#*^!!!,LCC  dances, wanna  run?Sally:  closet  Rita  McNeil  fan.Kids  in  the 
Hall.  One  day  I  will  join  Blue  Rodeo. LYLE  ODELEIN!  Soccer:  Kimono,  Bumblebee,  Nana(check),  Sally,  Hil-a-bree,one 
day  we  will  all  run  down  the  field. ..and  we'll  score.  Waa'  she  sayPILs  Casanova's  brother...CASABLANCA!  THE  RAIN 
IS  AWESOME. Wacacaca. Please  $  Please. Pube  soup. Lily.Ttttennessee.Apetit.Potpourri. Hilary!  Kim!  Go  home!  AFRO, 
Fais  &  Sumi  &  Reemo  &  Jenny:I  just  want  to  find  a  heart  like  miyiyiyine.Thanx  to  my  family,!  love  you  all.  I'll  make 
it  you'll  see.Laura,Amira,Nana&Nadia:Mu  Gamma  is  the  best.From  Mrs.  Allan's  flying  lessons  to  sitting  outside  in  the 
sun,  by  the  crocases  and  the  peacock  I  could  never  ever  express  everything  I  feel  for  The  Study.  It  has  become  a  part 
of  me  and  I'm  a  part  of  it.  Now  I'm  going  to  let  you  in  on  the  secret.The  reason  I  write  this  word  is  because  it  means 
whatever  you  feel.The  only  way  you'll  ever  know  the  way  I  feel  about  you  is  by  this  one  word . so,  Voncamage 

Amanda  Mary-Francis  Skoda  1990-1995 

I 

iliere's  a  silence  surrounding  me,  I  can't  seem  to  think  straight.  I'll  sit  in  the  comer  no  one  can  bother  me,  I  think  I 
ihould  speak  now,  I  can't  seem  to  speak  now,  my  words  want  to  come  out  right,  I  feel  like  I'm  drowning.  I'm 
leeling  weak  now  but  I  can't  show  my  weakness  I  sometimes  wonder  where  do  we  go  from  here. 

-  Pink  Floyd 

would  like  to  start  off  by  saying  thanx  to  all  my  teachers  for  giving  me  confidence  throughout  the  5  years  at  The 
5tudy.  To  my  closest  friends  DA,  FC,  KJ,  HM,  RN,  GL,  SM,  I'll  never  forget  you  guys.  Thanx  for  being  there  when 
needed  u  the  most  and  for  molding  me  into  who  I  am  today,  a  SNOB!  I  love  u  all.  Reminiscing  over  the  years  - 
Tur  great  lunch  conversations  and  Grade  9  Super  Pledge,  DA  Grade  8  +  Mike,  FC  pinching  SHS  guys  at  cast  party, 

KJ  "through  the  pants",  HM  summer  of  '93  conversations  "it  still  hurts",  RN  nose  and  nice  breath!,  RN,  I'll  never 
forget  those  5:30  am  conversations  along  with  advice  for  summer'94.  RF,  you  must  never  forget  "Tm  never 
wrong"  and  thanx  for  all  those  won  arguements.  THERE!  GL,  I'll  never  forget  those  great  conversations  about 
[talian  sausage.  Mom,  Dad,  J,  Mitz,  thanx  for  putting  up  with  my  PMS.  I  love  you.  The  Study  has  given  me  five 
unforgettable  friends,  5  wonderful  years  and  5  different  hairdos  (green).  I'll  never  forget  those  exuberant  years 
and  memories. 

Love  Amanda  (aka.  Mamou) 
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Jenny  Lee  Therrien  1991-1995  , 

I 

"MakingYourWaylnTheWorldTodayTakesEverythingU'veGot.TakingAbreakFromAUU'rWorriesSureWouldHelpAlot.  ; 
Wouldn'tUlikeToGetAway..."IAlwaysThoughtIdid,nowIknowIdo.ButIlearnedThingsThatCan'tbetaughtinschool,&  J 
I'vegrownup  since  my  1st  day  there. SummarizingthebestmemoriesOfU'RlifeinAcoupleOfwordsIsn'tThateasy,but  I 
NeitherWasSchool.FromThebeginning...gr.8-Kim,u'reLate!gr.9-psyched4Cotillion(psyched4thewrongreason):Fran- 
sciencefair-lucky4usthatbusridewaslong...ITT-mrs.chan(nuts'nbowts)...  Newyear's(a.s.c.h)awesomeparty!Kim:u'r  ■ 
StillLate.Reb:Yomkippour{wecouldhavefasted)Thanx4u'rhelpw/ t.t.gr.lO-Derev:  marcos'npepe's,lacage. 
Hallo  ween  ;armyboy("yruseguysrunninga  way?)  Kim  :u'rlateagain!loosejoints.  Corey  CALORIES!  j 
mcD'spflsscwendy's:YES!gr.llKim:u'rhere!TalentShow:SantaClause.2myb.f.(L):iloveUverymuch...thanx4itall!!!  ; 
NowUthinkit'soverbutthere'salotmoreofu:lst-Gabby(juice&sx,atruedosetcase)FinallyAllmyOtherFriendsM.AJ.B, 
V.C,K.S,C.C,S.Z,V.R,D.T,E.D,A.S,Y.A,M.E.Z,A.E.M,N.K.A,S.McJ.T,R.F,D.T,N,S.S,R.McJ.E,E.S,M.S,D.A,S.H,S.F,  i 
D.Mc,T.S,M.B,M.V,G.R,S.B&ofCourseMyBestfriendDavidT.4AlwaysGivingMeAreason21aughWhenlwasHappy&a 
shoulder2cryonwhen  lwassad.lloveU,D!lmay4getsomeofU,butrilRememberTheRest.To  mom  &dad:  thanx  2U  1 
havean  Education. 2Greg:u'reAbigPartOfMyLife.2Guylaine:you'reTheOtherPartOfMyLife!U'reTheBestsis. 
CONGRADULATIONS  TO  THE  CLASS  OF  '95  +best  of  luck."SometimesUwarma  go  where  everybody  knows  U'R 
name...&they're  always  glad  You  came.You  wanna  be  whereUcanCyour  troublesRall  the  same;UwannaBwhere 
everybody  knowsU'Rname... "CHEERS  +  SHALOM. .."JAY"  P.S.F —  theGuys  in  black;they're  only  Angel  Eyes. "Let  it 
flow,let  yourself  go,  slow  and  low,  that  is  the  tempo."-  True  Beastiality. 

Class  of  '95 

If  I  were  Winnie  The  Pooh  and  you  were  Christopher  Robin,  then 
we  would  wander  forever.  We  would  spend  hours  climbing  trees  and 
lying  in  the  sun.  If  I  were  Calvin  and  you  were  Hobbes  then  we  would 
invent  games  and  secret  codes.  We  would  always  remain  friends 
because  friendship  is  the  only  concrete  that  will  hold  the  world  to¬ 
gether. 

But  we  are  people  that  walk  independently.  We  are  a  brain,  a 
beauty,  a  clown,  an  intellect,  a  rebel,  a  ballerina,  an  outcast.  Yet  in  all  of 
our  independence  we  have  become  dependent  on  each  other. 
Everytime  we  set  out  to  do  something  on  our  own,  we  look  back  to  see 
if  we  are  supported  from  behind;  and  as  far  ahead  as  we  may  look,  we 
hope  that  somewhere  in  the  distance  there  will  be  a  familiar  face. 

I  cannot  play  for  hours  with  you  in  the  sun  nor  can  I  wander 
aimlessly.  We  must  go  our  separate  ways  and  find  a  new  place  where 
we  can  belong.  But  I  am  luckier  than  Winnie  the  Pooh  or  Calvin  because 
I  have  picture  books  of  memories  that  I  can  open  whenever  I  chose.  And 
I  can  return  to  a  place  where  19  independent  spirits  walk  together  -  For 
a  moment . 

-Kim  Johnston 
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com*  mi t:  •  tee  (  k0-mit'e  )  n.  A  group 
of  people  ehosen  to  do  a  partieular  job  or 
fulfill  specified  duties:  the  membership 
eommittee  of  our  elub.  —com  •  mi  t^ tee 

man  w.  — com -mi  t' tee  wom'an  n. 


5  V  si 


riecicl''^ii'l 


QiV/ 


Co-+rea5Uref5 

h(\  Q^J  A 


ovirc^ 


mrtair).  \ 

f  ec-i  r 


Y  earbook 


Co-editors:  Laura  Diaz  de  la  Serna  de  la  Fuente,  Gabrielle  LoRe,  Tanya  No. 

Advisors:  Frau  Sutherland,  Ms.  Franks 

Sub-editors:  Deniz  Barki,  Sarah  Coad,  Carrie  Czerwinski,  Corinna  Groenendaal,  Andrea 
Hucal,  Gabrielle  Lore,  Adria  Minsky,  Shirley  Yoon. 


Well,  well,  well...  this  is  it  —  our  masterpiece,  our  piece  de  resistance! 
This  year,  the  yearbook  commitee  had  a  strenuous  decision  to  take...  to 
make  the  yearbook,  or  not.  After  a  very  long  and  agonizing  discussion 
with  our  co-editors,  we  came  to  the  conclusion  that  we  would  sacrifice 
our  active  and  exciting  social  lives  (yeah  right)  to  fully  dedicate  ourselves 
to  this  tedious  task.  It's  a  dirty  job,  but  somebody's  gotta  do  it!  First,  we 
would  like  to  thank  God  who  stayed  up  with  us  to  show  us  the  way...  But 
seriously,  we  would  like  to  thank  Frau  Sutherland,  Ms.  Loughlin  (you 
would  have  been  proud),  Ms.  Franks,  Mr.  McCauley  and  Steve  Barber  for 
their  support  and  patience  and  of  course  our  dedicated  and  enthusiastic 
sub-editors:  good  luck  to  you  guys  next  year  (you'll  need  it!).  Our  work 
is  done,  and  we  must  part,  twas  lots  of  fun,  from  the  start.  We'll  always 
remember  the  weekends  at  school,  having  our  dinner,  in  front  of  the... 
computer  (sorry,  the  only  words  that  rhyme  with  school  are  drool,  fool 
and  mule!).  Goodbye  to  you,  whoever  you  are,  tou-dalou,  au  revoir!!! 
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Head  and  Sub-Head 


Head:  Sarah  McCans 
Sub-Head:  Nana  Kyei-Aboagye 


Jood  Morrow  all  ye  young  absorbers  of  knowledge. 

Here  is  written  the  final  epitaph  of  the  Head  and  Sub-Head  of  the  School  of  The  Study  in  the  year 
f  one  thousand  nine  hundred  and  ninety-five,  Sarah  of  the  house  of  McCans  and  Nana  of  the  house  of 
^yei-Aboagye.  In  commencing  these  most  noble  leaders  wish  to  extend  their  thanks  to  their  most  loyal 
subjects,  the  pupils  of  this  great  institution  of  learning,  for  it  was  their  strength  of  character  and  spirit 
which  furthered  their  endeavor.  Thanks  must  also  be  given  to  Frau  Sutherland  and  the  remaining 
members  of  the  noble  staff  for  their  magnanimous  donations  of  time  and  support.  In  closing  the  Head 
and  Sub-Head  would  like  to  communicate  their  greatest  thanks  to  the  class  of  '95,  You  guys  ROCK,  we 
love  you. 

Thank-you  for  your  support 
luv, 

Sarah  and  Nana 
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Grad  Committee 


Head:  Amanda  Skoda 
Members:  Derev  Antikacioglu 
Corinne  Nichilo 

Grandiose 
Ritz  Carlton 
Awesome 
Dates  and 
SANBOOKA 
Our 

Freedom  in 
'95 

As  you  see  GRAD  was  held  at  the  Ritz  Carlton 
Hotel  on  June  2nd,  1995!  Thanks  to  Derev  for 
coming  with  me  to  all  those  GREAT  hotels  and  to 
Corinne  for  supplying  us  with  all  the  hotel 
information. 

Love, 

THE  GRAD  COMMITEE, 
Amanda 


Tuck  Committee 


Head:  Rebecca  Naves 
Members:  Derev  Antikacioglu 
Gabrielle  LoRe 


We  sure  have  to  thank  the  whole  senior  school,  espe¬ 
cially  our  special  customers  in  grade  8,  for  pulling 
through  witnout  the  help  of  the  middle  school.  You 
sure  saved  your  hunger  for  chocolates  (especially 
Twix  cuz  it  kicks)  but  don't  ya  guys  get  fed  at  home? 
Thanks  to  the  entire  grade  1 1  for  selling  when  we  were 
too  lazy  to  get  up  off  the  couch.  Thanks  especially  to 
Sarah  and  Nana  for  carrying  all  that  change  around 
and  for  those  blank  cheques. 


Love, 

Rebecca,Derev,&Gaby 

P.S.  Pizza  lunch  for  junior  and  middle  school  rocks 
my  world! 
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Jecond  Hand  Uniform  Committee 


Head:  Laura  Diaz  de  la  Serna  De  la  Fuente. 
Member:  Tanya  No 


Second-hand  uniforms. .  .second-hand  uniforms... 
I  think  those  three  words  summarize  it  all.  The 
exciting  job  of  selling  uniforms  was  an  adventure 
for  us.  We  gained  so  much  experience  that  cannot, 
I  repeat,  cannot  be  explained  in  one  paragraph.  We 
developed  a  feel  for  bargaining,  persuasion, 
reversed  psychology,  not  to  mention 
advertisement,  that  I'm  sure  will  later  help  us  in 
our  bright  shopping  future!!!  We  are  sad,  because 
we  must  part  with  what  we  have  come  to  love  ( it's 
addictive  ),  but  the  thought  that  the  tradition  is 
going  to  be  carried  along  m  our  absence  is  enough 
to  keep  us  from  depression.  Oh  well,  bye. 

Laura,  Tanya 


Entertainment  Committee 


lead:  Gabrielle  LoRe 
Members:  Kim  Johnston 

Francesca  Caruana 

Rachel  McLeod 


^s  Study  girls  already  have  the  personality  and  the 
Doks,  it  was  a  snap  to  plan  successful  social  events, 
’oo  bad  that  the  members  of  the  committee  suf- 
ered  damage  to  their  own  social  lives  as  they  were 
Iways  organizing  things  like  Talent  Show,  Cotil¬ 
lon,  dances  or  they  were  on  the  phone  with  DJ's, 
lotels,  clubs  or  other  schools!  We're  just  kidding 
'^ou  party  animals,  we  had  an  awesome  time. 

i  Keep  on  boogeyin'  till  them  socks  smell, 

Gabrielle,  Kim,  Fran,  and  Rachel 
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Treasury  Committee 


Co-Treasurers:  Maha  El-  Zoeri 

Amira  El-  Messidi 


What  a  busy  year!  Too  many  charities, 
time,  but  we  were  able  to  help  a  variety  of  founda¬ 
tions.  Some  of  the  foundations  who  benefitted  from 
our  charities  were  the  Children' s  Wish  Founda¬ 
tion,  Jewish  General  Hospital,  Qa  Marche,  and  i 
many  more.  We  would  like  to  thank  everyone  who  ! 
helped  us  count  the  money  throughout  the  year.  ; 
Special  thanks  to  Mrs.  McArthur  for  her  continuous 
help,  advice  and  support.  Thank  you  very  much. 
Good  Luck  to  next  year's  treasurers. 


$ 

too  little 


LOVE, 

MAHA  &  AMIRA 


Sports  Captain 


Sports  Captain: 

Derev  Antikacioglu. 

-I  BELIEVE  THAT  HAPPY 
HOUR  IS  AT  5  A.M. 

-I  BELIEVE  I'D  RATHER  BUST  A 
MOVE  THAN  BUST  A  ZIPPER 
-I  BELIEVE  THAT  A  MAN  WHO 
WANTS  SOMETHING  SOFT 
AND  CUDDLY  TO  HOLD 
SHOULD  BUY  A  TEDDY  BEAR 

LIFE  IS  SHORT 
PLAY  HARD 
REEBOK 

AND  ALWAYS  REMEMBER: 

It's  not  the  size  of  the  player  in  the 
fight  but  the  size  of  the  fight  in  the 
player. 

Love  Derev 
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Debate 

Heads:  Kim  Johnston 
Sarah  Shennib 
Jenny  Therrien 


Be  It  Resolved  That:  The  Study  debaters  rule! 
Status  Quo:  Under  the  guidance  of  the  supremos, 
Shennib,  Jeno  and  Kimmo,  we  have  extracted  your 
true  debating  powers  and  waved  it  in  the  face  of 
Q.S.D.A.  Our  girls  graced  the  presence  of  several 
tournaments.  Needless  to  say,  the  outcome  was 
outstandingIFrom  St. Georges  to  L.C.C.,  and 
everything  in  between,  when  they  take  sight  of  The 
Study  uniform,  they  go  quakin'  back  to  their 
coaches.  We've  got  the  attitude,  the  brains,  and  the 
passion.  Thank  you  to  all  of  those  who  committed 
themselves  to  debate.  We  loved  coaching  you,  and 
we  love  you  all. 

So  for  the  reasons  we  have  stated;  we  feel  The 
Study  Debating  team  is  the  best. 

Kim,  Sarah,  Jenny 


Junior  &  Middle  School  Reps 

if.  School  Representatives:  Derev  Antikacioglu, 

|!  Kim  Johnston,  Corinne  Nichilo,  Jenny 
Therrien. 

^vliddle  School  Representatives:  Francesca 
Caruana,  Gabrielle  LoRe,  Sarah  Shennib. 


To  all  you  cuties  in  the  junior  and  middle  school, 
'^ou  guys  have  the  soul  and  spirit  of  the  school  and 
he  enthusiasm  we  sought  to  achieve,  especially 
luring  the  time  of  exams.  We  enjoyed  working 
ilongside  with  you  and  wish  you  the  best  of  luck  in 
^our  coming  years  at  The  Study. 

Love  your  reps, 

Jenny,  Corey,  Derev,  Kim,  Sarah  S., 

Fran  &  Gabrielle 
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Beta  Lambda 


House-head:  Hilary  McGown 
Sub-head:  Amanda  Skoda 
Sports  Captain:  Sarah  Coad 

It's  kind  of  embarrassing,  and  we  don't  mean 
to  show  off,  but  Beta  Lambda  has  been  invited  to 
attend  a  competition  for  the  most  intelligent  group 
of  people  in  the  world.  Also,  we  will  be  attending 
the  Summer  Olympics  in  Atlanta  because  we  are  so 
sporty.  What  can  we  say,  WE'RE  THE  BEST!  I 
think  that  some  of  the  other  houses  are  planning  a 
T onya  Harding  /  N ancy  Kerrigan  attack  upon  us  as 
a  result  of  their  jealousy.  Remember,  no  one  cheers 
quite  as  manly  as  BETA  LAMBDA!  Best  of  luck  to 
next  year's  officials,  you'll  need  it! 

Love  Hilary 
Amanda 
&  Sarah 


Delta  Beta 


House-head:  Jennifer  Therrien 
Sub-head:  Corns  Chan 
Sports  Captain:  Patrizia  Genoni 

Another  fine  year  gone  by.  .  .another  battle 
conquered;  another  victory  won!  All  these  Delta 
Betians  that  showed  spirit  and  committment  gave 
all  they  had  and  never  failed  to  show  they  meant 
business.  A  few  of  our  winnings  consisted  of  2nd 
place  in  the  penny  drive  and  2nd  place  in  the 
October  Test  costume  contest.  To  all  my  girls:  I 
thank  you  for  making  my  job  the  most  fun, 
interesting  and  challenging  time  I've  ever  had. 
Always  remember:  DELTA  BETA  WILL  ALWAYS 
BE  THE  SMALLEST,  BUT  THE  MIGHTIEST 
HOUSE!!! 

your  mentor  &  house-head, 

Jenny 

P.S.  A  very  special  thank  you  to  Corus  (sub¬ 
head)  and  Pito  (sports-captain)  for  making  the 
job  a  little  more  confusing. 
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Kappa  Rho 

House-head:  Kimberly  Johnston 
Sub-head:  Gabrielle  LoRe 
Sports  Captain:  Corinna  Groenendaal 

WE  MAY  NOT  ALWAYS  WIN 
WE  MAY  BE  DEAD  IN  THE  MORNING 
HOUSE  MEETINGS 
BUT  OUR  CHEERS... 

ROCK! 

DEFY  ALL  LIMITS 
BEAT  ALL  ODDS 
KEEP  YOUR  SPIRIT 

SAVE  YOUR  PENNIES  FOR  NEXT  YEAR 

LOVE,  KIM  +  GAB 

P.S.  Thanks  to  all  the  Grade  Four's,  whose 
spirit  +  enthusiasm  kept  us  all  motivated 

K.G.  We  Love  You 


Mu  Gamma 


House-head:  Laura  Diaz  de  la  Serna  De  la  Fuente 
Sub-head:  Sarah  Shennib 
Sports  Captain:  Katie  Kostiuk 

Hey  Mugamma,  [You're  so  fine!]  what  can  we  say?  House 

points . we  won  almost  every  week,  spirit . we  are  as 

spirited  as  it  gets.  Pumpkin  Fest  points . we  won,  [quelle 

surprise],  costume  contest.. ..we  won,  etc,  etc,  etc.  We  don't 
think  there's  any  need  to  go  on.  Everyone  knows  [esp.  those 
of  other  houses]  that  Mu  Gamma  is  the  best  house.  WE  are 
much  needed  at  this  great  school,  because  WE  set  the  stan¬ 
dard  for  other  houses.  WE  give  them  something  to  look 
forward  to:  beat  Mu  Gamma  [which,  subconciously  they 
know  to  be  an  impossible].  With  our  good  example,  we  make 
other  houses  strive  for  the  best  [  keep  on  trying  KP,  BD,  and 
DB].  And  even  though  parts  of  our  anatomy  may  be 
permananently  stained  blue  and  white  from  bodily  decora¬ 
tions,  it  will  only  serve  to  show  our  spiritedness  for  ages  to 
come.  Oh  well,  we  suppose  that  everything  we've  said  is 
common  knowledge!  Thanx  to  every  MuGammian  for  mak¬ 
ing  MG  proud! 

Adios!  Ma'a  salaama!  I  wanna  be  a  MuGammian 
Ranger. 


TADA! 
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Gica'd  •voullion  •  0ooQi€  V;l/  Xour  SocKs  Sr..eii . 

fesA  •  tieciia  Coj^^e^ence  •  C>az^3T  • 

5ci€,nC€  pQir  •  flD'I'igOloe  f  GjermariY  •  pranc^  •  *^^3^ 
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PUMPKIN  FEST 
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FRENCH  CAMP 
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KNTKOhK 


The  play,  well  where  do  we  start?  Hmmm,  let's  see, 
le  stage  broke,  there  was  a  blizzard,  the  heat  wasn't  on, 
/e  have  no  curtain,  we  got  the  wrong  key,  the  guards 
ouldn't  breath  in  their  costumes,  the  pillars  changed 
olour  three  times,  we  don't  have  enough  robes,  and  by 
tie  way,  we've  got  to  fix  the  program  yet  again.  But 
omehow,  through  all  the  trials  and  tribulation,  on  March 
nd  we  were  ready  (sort  of).  Those  famous  lines  that  took 
IS  so  long  to  perfect...  "At  ease..."  "I  had  forbidden  it."  "5 
aillion  dollars!?!..."  "If  fate  doesn't  sit,  fate  will  faint!" 
The  spring  is  wound  up  tight..." 

Thanks  to  everyone  involved  in  the  play,  all  the 
Lctors,  stagehands,  teachers,  and  students.  Especially  to 
)ur  great  director  Ms.  Renfield  (Ms.  Reingewirtz). 

Nana  Kyei-Aboagye  &  Kim  Johnston 


Science  Fair 


THE  WINNERS 
Secondary  I 
1st-  Xing  Zeng 

2nd-  Aleta  Brott  &  Delbina  Potenza 
3rd-  Molly  Gupta 

Secondary  II 

1st-  Andrea  Heckler 
2nd-  Rachel  Cytrynbaum 
3rd-  Cristina  Remond 

Secondary  III 
1st-  Joanna  Mok 
2nd-  Heather  Ternoway 
3rd-  Nadine  Ellman 


1st-  Patrizia  Genoni  &  Katie  Kostiuk 
2nd-  Deniz  Barki  &  Annemarie  Rued 
3rd-  Shirley  Yoon 


Secondary  V 

1st-  Amira  El-Messidi 

2nd-  Sarah  Shennib 

3rd-  Gabrielle  LoRe  &  Hilary  McGown 
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I  love  you,  you  love  me...  Where  did  everybody  go? 


Starting  from  left  to  right:  she’s  got  legs,  she's  got  legs,  she's  got 
legs,  she's  got  no  legs,  she's  got  legs,  she's  got  legs. 


Mastering  the  hiking-up-your-  Is  that  a  dress,  or  a  top? 
tights  skill. 


What  some  people  do  to 
'  ■  icture! 


Hey  girl!  Ya  talkin'  ta  me? 


Ooh  la  la  Amira!  Que  c'est  Don't  you  hate  it 

amusant  le  Cotillion!  when  your  tights  go 


1  see  Paris,  1  see  France,  1  see  should  go  out  guysl 

someone's  underpants!  the  wind's  a  blowin 


200  km/h! 


This  party's  groovin'  baby!  Party  on! 


54 


Oh  gosh,  not 
another  wedgie!!! 


.VImmm...this  new  lemon- 
lime  hairspray  doesn't 
)nly  give  my  hair  volume, 
but  it  also  tastes  great!! 


Come  to  big  Mama  baby!  Lemme 
give  ya  a  big  smoocheroo!! 


You  put  your  right 
hand  in,  you  put 


Trying  to  keep  their  individuality  in  a  sea  of  hands. 


Omigosh!  There's  a  bug 
on  my  back! ! 


Great  minds  think  alike! ! 


YMCA!! 


Right  on  dude!! 


Omigosh!  No  way!  Way! 


Either  Nadia  is  standing  on  a  chair,  or 
she  grew  a  meter! 


...and  then,  you'll  never  guess  what 
happened.  Y a  wanna  know?  O.K,  I'll  tell  ya. . . 
wait,  he's  coming.  I'll  tell  ya  later,  just 
pretend  your  dancing! 
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Quick!  Take  the  picture  before  it  starts  raining  agair 


This  cwashant  ah  weely  ood! 


Nice  toosh! 


Open  wide! 


Run!  There's  a  bomb  in  the 
building!! 


We  are  the  champions...  Kumbaya  my  lord,  kumbaya 


I  swear,  it  burped! 


Hold  your  horses  Franny!  No 
stripping  during  the  dance! 


There's  Dave  carrying  Gab 


Right  on  dude! 


Say  what? 


Amanda:  Better  Man 

Amira:  I  Can't  Dance 

Corey:  Macho  Man 

Corns:  Too  Funky 

Derev:  Mama  Said  "Knock  you  out" 

Fran:  Rape  Me 

Gab:Dancing  Queen 

Hil:  Hold  On  For  One  More  Day 

Jenny:  You  Don't  Know  How  It  Feels 

Kim:  Bizarre  Love  Triangle 

Laura:  I'm  Too  Sexy  ■ 

Maha:  Bad  Boys  Come  With  Me  H 

Nadia:  Shoop  ^ 

Nana:  Don't  Worry  Be  Happy  ^  ' 

Rachel:  Don't  Cry  r''- 

Rebecca:  Claire  ^ 

Sally:  Our  House 

Shennib:  Lost  Together  B| 

Tanya:  Silent  All  These  Years  ■ 


Please,  no  autographs! 


It's  like  butta! 


.1  i*h  r  <  <  .^H 

THE  WORLD  AFFAIRS  CONFERENCE 


F 

*'•  t '  I 

February  13th  &  14th,  1995: 

The  Study  geography  class  descends  on  U.C.C.  fo 
their  annual  geography  conference.  The  class 
minus  one,  travelled  by  train  to  Toronto  to  discus 
and  explore  "the  Global  Village"  we  live  in.  W 
attended  a  lecture  given  by  keynote  speaker  Mi 
Rifkin  on  the  eve  of  February  13th.  The  foUowin 
day,  students  broke  up  into  smaller  groups  ii 
order  to  attend  lectures  and  discussion  groups  o 
their  interest.  A  presentation  of  African  musi 
livened  up  the  conference.  Shopping  a 
Kensington  Market,  tools,  Snapple  and  cranberr 
juice  delights,  raiding  the  gift  shop  and  hpstic 
provided  hours  of  fun  for  the  Study  students 
McDonald's  has  never  had  such  good  business 
We  would  like  to  thank  Mrs.  Ewing  for  taking  u 
on  the  trip  and  for  surviving  through  our  antics 

Barbara,  Ali,  Nina,  Merissa,  Jasmin 
and  Adria  (in  spirit 


j  Head  Girl's  Reception,  May  '94 

j(L-R:  Margery  Stewart  '38  and  daughter  Kathi 
I  Stewart  '68) 


Sixth  Form  Luncheon 

(L-R:  Penny  Rankin,  President  S.O.G.A.,  Myriam 
Fredette  '94,  Rena  Chung  '94 

S.O.G.A. 

(Study  Old  Girl  Association) 


S.O.G.A.  was  established  in  1924.  The  aim  of  this  organization  is  to  interest  the  girls  in  the  school  after 
ley  leave  and  to  help  the  school  in  any  way  that  they  can,  by  raising  funds  or  helping  with  entertainment, 
.t  present,  there  are  1600  members  in  S.O.G.A.,  of  which  567  reside  in  the  province  of  Quebec.  S.O.G.A.'s 
3ntinuing  involvement  in  the  school  includes  a  variety  of  events  and  activities.  These  range  from  hosting 
le  graduates'  luncheon,  helping  fund  the  graduation  dance,  donating  equipment  and  books  to  the  school, 
olunteering  as  guest  speakers  for  Career  Day,  the  Annual  Church  Service  etc.,  and  lending  a  helpful  hand 
t  various  school  events  such  as  Open  House.  S.O.G.A.  also  holds  regional  gatherings  during  the  year  and 
as  all  the  necessary  information  to  organize  class  reunions.  The  realbeauty  of  S.O.G.A.  is  it's  ability  to  allow 
very  student  to  keep  in  touch  with  friends  and  memories  that  are  so  unique  to  The  Study. 


iiT 

r'  ^  ,^(41 

j^H  n 

Reunion  in  Vancouver,  October  '94 
L-R:  Judy  Rotherham  Adam  '64,  Jacqueline  Evans  Lunn 
'60,  Margaret  Wallace  Armstrong  '60,  Deborah  Stairs 

Rotherham  '34) 


A  beautiful  addition  to  the  new  main  entrance 
on  Braeside  is  the  SOGA  Rose  Garden.  Under 
the  expert  guidance  of  landscape  architect  Ian 
Creese,  the  garden  was  planted  in  late  spring 
and  is  thriving 
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4. 


Bantam  V  olleyball 


The  Bantam  Volleyball  team  worked 
very  hard.  Although  our  results  were  not  as 
we  hoped,  we  always  kept  our  positive 
attitude.  We  worked  together  as  a  team  and 
always  encouraged  our  teammates.  On 

behalf  of  the  Bantam 
Volleyball  team,  we 
would  like  to  thank 
everyone  who  came  to 
our  games  to  cheer  us  on 
ana  our  coach,  Mr. 
Lochtie. 


Amy  &  Joanna 


Back  Row(Left  to 
Right):  Daisy  Giagkos,  Andrea  Heckler, 
Marie  Khediguian,  mna  Ghais,  Xing  Zeng, 
Jennifer  Errunza  Second  Row:  Dalia 
Kachef,  Martha  Brown,  Aimie  Minsky, 
Joanna  Herba,  Sara  Kreil  Front  Row:  Diana 
Farr 


Midget  V  olleyball 


It  has  been  a  really  amazing  season  for  the 
midget  volleyball  team.  This  year  we  made  it  to  the 
playoffs  and  came  in  3rd  in  our  division.  We  had 
fantastic  servers  and  our  calm  and  deafening 
silence  on  the  court  scared  all  the  other  teams!  We 
couldn't  have  done  it  without  our  coach  Mrs. 
McCaffrey  who  was  always  very  encouraging  and 
led  us  to  victory.  We  also  couldn't  have  done  it 

without  Rachel's  food! 

Thanx  4  the  great 
season  guys,  we'll  do  it 
again  next  year! 

Nadine  Ellman 


Back  Row(Left  to  Right): 

Cristina  Remond,  Rachel 
Cytrynbaum,  Jessica  Forsythe,  Stephanie  Jarry 
Second  Row:  Caroline  Marsden,  Jessica  Lapointe, 
Andreanne  Morin,  Ildiko  Tokes  Front  Row: 
Nadine  Ellman 
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Bantam 


Soccer 


The  bantam  soccer  team  had  an 
exceptional  year.  We  won  two  games 
against  Centennial  Academy  and 
E.C.S.,  we  tied  against  Trafalgar  in  the 
last  minute  of  the  game,  and  we 
unfortunately  lost  two  games  against 
Sacred  Heart  and  W.I.C.  (with  a 
difference  of  only  two  goals  each) .  Once 
again  we  got  to  go  to  Country  Day 
School  and  the  results  were  to  our  satisfaction.  We  came 
in  second  in  our  division  and  hope  to  do  even  better  next 
year.  We  would  like  to  thank  Mrs.  Balfour  for  her 
continual  support  and  her  immaculate  patience,  and 
Ms.  Carriere  for  accompanying  us  to  Country  Day 
School. 

Shivani  Oberoi 


Back  Row(Left  to  Right):  Kaitlyn  Riordan,  Delbina  Potenza, 
Katie  Regan,  Stephanie  Dunn,  Samantha  Cleyn,  Vanessa 
Campbell,  Hannah  Buckland,  Miriam  McLeod  Second  Row: 
Vanessa  Piccolo,  Rebecca  Lovell,  Laurel  Lighter- Young, 
Rachel  Leider,  Emma  McLaren  Front  Row:  Shivani  Oberoi, 
Jessica  Deakin 


Juvenile  Soccer 


This  soccer  season  was  a  lot  of  fun,  even  though 
i  we  lost  almost  all  of  our  games.  Sam,  a  first  time  goalie 
was  amazing,  (after  a  few  uneventful  games).  Thanx  to 
Dr.  Burnier  who  taught  us  the  "Brazilian"  way  of 
1  playing.  After  having  gone  scoreless  for  the  first  few 
games,  "the  wind  was  blowing  right"  and  Andrea 
!  scored.  Other  goal  scorers  were  Patrizia  and  me.  Thanx 
i  a  lot  to  the  Grade  1 1's  who  played  really  well  and  made 
us  all  laugh,  even  when  we  were  losing.  WeTl  miss  you. 
Also,  thanx  to  Ms  Carriere  for  being  a  great  coach.  WeTl 
never  forget  those  morning  practices. 

One  last  thing:  Always  keep  your  sense  of 
humour. 

Luv,  your  Captain  Malika 
P.S.  Next  year  we  RULE! 

Back  Row(Left  to  Right):  Valerie  Schoof,  Rosemarie  Monge, 
Laura  Petty,  Nadia  Niro,  Carrie  Czerwinski,  Kim  Johnston 
Third  Row:  Bana  Hamze,  Malika  Oberoi,  Patrizia  Genoni, 
Nicole  Dimyan,  Sarah  Coad,  Hilary  McGown  Second  Row: 
Sarah  McCans,  Sarah  Shennib,  Nana  Kyei-Aboagye, 
Gabrielle  LoRe,  Joanna  Mok  Front  Row:  Samantha  Hofman, 
Chloe  Barnabe  Absent:  Andrea  Hucal 


Bantam  Basketball 


This  year  the  bantam  basketball  team  had  a 
challenging  season.  Even  though  we  didn't  make 
the  playoffs,  we  worked  our  hardest  throughout  all 
our  games  and  had  a  lot  of  fun.  As  always.  The 
Study  has  great  team  spirit  and  the  tradition 
continued.  In  both  the  tournaments  we  played  in, 
we  did  really  well!  Thanks  to  Ms.  Carriere  for 
accompanying  us  to  the  tournaments.  And  many 
thanks  to  Mrs.  Balfour  for  being  the  great  coach  that 
she  is.  Thanks  to  all  the  people  who  came  to  cheer 
us  on. 

GOOD  LUCK  to  next  year's  bantams! 

Shivani  Oberoi  &  Ildiko  Tokes 
(co-captains) 


Back  Row  (Left-Right):  Rachel  Leider,  Hannah 
Buckland,  Jessica  Deakin,  Stephanie  Jarry.  Second 
Row:  Emma  McLaren,  Kaitlyn  Riordan.  Front  Row: 
Ildiko  Tokes,  Katie  Regan,  Shivani  Oberoi.  Absent: 
Miriam  McLeod,  Andreanne  Morin,  Aimie  Minsky. 


Midget  Basketball 


Although  we  didn't  have  the  best  season  as  far  as 
winning  goes,  we  managed  to  have  a  great  time. 
Bishop's  was  amazing,  and  we  beat  E&  because 
we  had  the  incentive  of  a  pizza  party  afterwards. 
We  watched  Silence  of  the  Lambs  and  ate  pizza  in 
Ms  Carriere' s  room.  It's  just  what  the  "doctor" 
ordered.  And  we  made  sure  that  Depanneur  7 
Jours  didn't  go  bankrupt!  But,  despite  a  few  losses, 
we  still  had  SPIRIT! 

We  got  the  spirit,  come  on  let's  hear  it.  SP-IR-IT, 
that's  spirit  let's  hear  it.  SP-IR-IT,  go  STUDY! 

Best  of  luck  next  year. 

Heather  Ternoway 

Back  Row  (Left-Right):  Nadine  Ellman,  Bana  Hamze, 
Jessica  Lapointe.  Second  Row:  Rosemary  Monge, 
Stacey  Finkelberg-Keller,  Kimry  Gravenor,  Nadia 
Niro,  Samantha  Hofman.  Front  Row:  Katherine 
Creamer,  Chloe  Barnabe,  Heather  Ternoway,  Joanna 
Mok. 
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Juvenile  Basketball 

So  we  didn't  win,...  so  we  aren't  the 
best... who  cares?  Because  we  got  spirit.  SP-IR-IT 
let's  share  it  let's  hear  it....  O.K.  That  was  a  cop  out. 
I  wanted  to  fill  up  space.  So  sue  me,  it's  testing 
week.  You  all  rock,  and  I'm  still  convinced  that  we 
were  a  good  team.  So  others  were  better! 

Better  luck  next  year  Mr.  Mac! 

Derev 


Back  Row  (Left-Right):  Sarah  Coad,  Caroline 
Marsden,  Nicole  Dimyan,  Robyn  Yanofsky,  Katie 
Kostiuk,  Rachel  McLeod.  Front  Row:  Derev 
Antikacioglu,  Sarah  McCans. 

Absent:  Amanda  Eaman,  Patrizia  Genoni,  Nana 
Kyei-Aboagye,  Gabrielle  LoRe,  Hilary  McGown, 
Malika  Oberoi. 


.'1 

Badminton 


Bantam  Badminton  (Left) 

Back  Row(Left-Right):  Diana  Farr,  Sharon  Ho,  Martha  Brown. 
Second  Row:  Nidhi  Khanna,  Elise  Ellman. 

Front  Row:  Eugenia  Potapova,  Samantha  Cleyn.  Absent:  Aleta 
Brott,  Andrea  Heckler. 

The  badminton  team  this  year  was  awesome.  We  had 
8  amazing  tournaments,  where  everyone  tried  so  hard.  The 
season  was  exceptionally  fun  and  we  all  had  a  blast. 

All  those  tortuous  early  morning  practices  finally  paid 
off,  although  attendance  was  usually  a  little  low.  Like 
nonexistent.  Nevertheless,  we  persevered  and  finished  in  a 
blaze  of  glory  by  winning  a  tournament.  Wahoo! 

All  in  all,  badminton  was  super  cool,  amazing, 
awesome,  Jurassic,  fay-bulous,  rockin'  and  unequivocally 
utterly  unforgettable.  We  were  brilliant!  Thanx  to  all  the  early 
risers,  the  rest  of  the  players,  and  our  great  coach,  Ms  Carriere. 

Sarah  Coad 


Midget  Badminton  (Right) 

Back  Row  (Left-  Right:  Stephanie  Jarry.  Second  Row:  Chloe 
Barnabe,  Samantha  Hofman.  Front  Row:  Shirley  Yoon.  Absent: 
Sarah  Coad,  Rachel  Cytrynbaum,  Laura  Petty,  Cristina  Remond 
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Bantam  Tennis 


Midget  Tennis 


Back  Row  (L-R):  Shivani  Oberoi,  Marie  Khediguian, 
Joanna  Herba.  Front  Row:  Elise  Ellman,  Vanessa 
Campbell,  Andreanne  Robert-Morin. 


Open  Tennis 


Back  Row  (L-R):  Patrizia  Genoni,  Caroline  Marsden. 
Middle  Row:  Sarah  Coad,  Malika  Oberoi.  Front 


Back  Row  (L-R):  Rebecca  Naves,  Julia  Carbon  j 
Middle  Row:  Hilary  McGown,  Derev  Antikadogl  | 
Front  Row:  Wasan  Al-Azzawe.  Absent:  Jasmiriii 
Ezagui.  I 
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Track  and  Field 


Spirit  hurdles  were  a  new  event  for  the  athletes 
this  year  and  we  hope  to  introduce  400m  hurdles  next 
year!  Nine  school  records  fell  in  a  busy  season  that  saw 
competition  in  an  Area  meet.  Relay  meet  and 
Championship  meet.  Twenty-four  Study  athletes  were 
finally  selected  with  fourteen  of  them  reaching  berths  in 
the  Championships. 

Bronze  medals  were  won  by  Sarah  McCans  in 
long  jump  and  by  Rebeckah  Lovell,  Katherine  Creamer, 
Chloe  Barnabe  and  Bana  Hamze  in  the  4  x  400  midget 
relay  team.  Congratulations! 

Sincere  thanks  to  Ms.  McNamara  for  her 
assistance  with  the  team. 

E.  Balfour 

Back  Row  (L-R):  Chloe  Barnabe,  Katherine  Creamer,  Robyn 
Yanofsky,  Ildiko  Tokes,  Bana  Hamze,  Sarah  Coad,  Patrizia 
Genoni,  Andrea  Hucal.  Middle  Row:  Sharon  Ho,  Jessica 
Deakin,  Sarah  McCans,  Sarah  Shennib,  Nadia  Niro, 
Rosemarie  Monge.  Front  Row:  Andrea  Heckler,  Kaitlyn 
Riordan,  Stephanie  Jarry,  Rebeckah  Lovell,  Miriam  McLeod, 
Samantha  Cleyn,  Amine  Ghais.  Absent:  Stephanie 
Dunn,Tina  Fargnoli,  Celina  Nahanni,  Katie  Regan. 


Cross  Country 


Last  autumn,  a  few  of  the  Study's  most 
dedicated  runners  participated  in  the 
GMAA'S  cross-country  races  up  tc^  of  Mount 
Royal.  Congratulations  to  Sam  Cl^n  who 
finished  fourth  in  her  level,  however  Iseem  to 
have  misplaced  the  rest  of  the  results.  Special 
thanks  to  Mrs.  Balfour  and  Mme.  Jothy  for  the 
training  and  support.  We  hope  to  see  more 
girls  in  action  up  on  the  hill  in  the  very  near 
future... 

Nothing  beats  a  good  run! 

Chloe. 


Members: 

Mosquito:  Samantha  Cleyn 
Bantam:  Delbina  Potenza. 

Midget:  Chloe  Barnabe,  Bana  Hamze,  Rebeckah 
Lovell 
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Annemarie  Rued 


Ode  to  Math 

by  Nadia  Gibbs  (Grade  11) 


I  think 

That 

Perhaps 

I  am  dying. 

Radians 

and 

Phase 

Shifts, 

Surround 

My  brain. 

Closing 

In, 

Crushing 

My 

Mind, 

Until 
The  pain 
Is 

So  great 
I  can  no 
Longer 
Feel  it. 

All 

I  can  feel 
Is  my  heart 


Slowing  down. 
Functions 
Have  shattered 
My  mind 
Into  pieces. 

The 

Fires  of  hell 
Are 

Welcoming  now. 
The  night 
Is 

Dark, 

The 

Walls 

Closing 

In, 

And 
I  think 
That 

Perhaps  I 
Am 
Dying. 


Love  forever 
by  Christine  Kostiuk 
Grade  6 


I  remember  the  times  we  spent  together 
I  knew  our  love  would  last  forever. 

The  times  we  sat  hand  in  hand 
Watching  the  moon's  light  on  the  sand. 

Who  would  have  guessed  our  love  would  soon  part 
It  left  a  big  hole  in  that  thing  called  my  heart. 

I  sit  by  your  grave  wishing  you  there 
I  hope  you  know  that  I  still  care. 


Horses 

by  Kristin  Johnston 
Grade  6 


The  horses  trot  along  the  path. 

They  stumble  upon  a  narrow  lath, 

They  fall  to  the  ground  legs  in  the  air. 
Getting  mud  on  their  shiny  coats  of  hair. 
They  attempt  to  gradually  ascend. 

No  one  has  a  hand  to  lend. 

They  try  with  no  success. 

Up  the  hill  they  could  not  progress. 

And  so  they  climb  and  speed  up  their  pace. 
There  are  merely  specks  of  dust  left  behind 
in  life's  race. 


My  Lost  Lover 
by  Shannon  Smith 
Grade  6 


A  teardrop  stains  my  satin  gown 


Knock  knock 
Goes  the  door, 

I  say  come  in. 

Oh  no  it's  my  brother, 

I  say  go  away. 

He  s^s  do  you  want  to  play? 
And  Isay  no  way! 
by  Olivia  Catchio 
grade  4A 


love 


?  stare  out  the  window. 
Then  I  look  down. 
There  are  his  eyes  looking  up  at  me 
But  now  he  is  gone 
Lost  out  at  sea 
He  didn't  come  home 
With  the  navy, 
Perhaps  he  is  dead 
Or  maybe  alive; 
We're  living  apart, 
But  still  under  the  sky, 
Where  is  he  now? 
What  country? 
Which  sea? 
Is  he  alive? 
Is  he  waiting  for  me? 


^4  A 


Snowflakes 


by  Lindsey 
Gallagher 

Grade  4A 


Monsieur  le  vent  prend  ton 

ballon,  ton  chapeau, 

ton  papier  et  ton  cerf-volant.  11  les 

mange. 

Par  Serena 


Now  that  winter 
is  here 

:  just  like  every 
'  year. 

Snowflakes  are 
falling  like  a  tear. 


;  If  you  are  bold, 
you  can  go  out  in 
:  the  cold; 


But  if  you  are 
;  lame, 

:  Don't  be  ashame; 
■  For  you  and  the 
:  snowflakes 
:  are  very  much 
^  the  same. 

As  snowflakes 
are  tame. 


Quand  je  suis  allee  a  une  fete,  j'ai 
eu  deux  ballons,  un 
cerf-volant,  deux  papiers  pour 
colorier  un  chapeau  et 
un  parapluie.  Le  vent  a  emporte 
toutes  mes  choses. 

Par  Natasha 


par  Serena 


But  they  can  not 
be  pet,  because 
they  are  wet 
And  melt  in  your  hand, 
just  as  they  land. 


Julot  entend  un  bruit.  C'est  la  fete  de 
Julot.  Julot  dit 

a  son  papa  et  a  sa  maman  merci  pour 
ma  fete. 

Par  Sophine 


Ma  maison  a  une  cheminee  en 
bonbon  et  pas  de  porte, 

gas  de  toit.  II  y  a  beaucoup  de 
eurs.  Les  fleurs  sont 
toutes  blanches. 

Par  Cristina 


Un  flocon  de  neige 


Un  flocon  tombe  sur  un  bonhomme  de 
neige.  II  est 

tres  content  et  le  flocon  est  tres  contente 
par  ce  que  le 

bonhomme  aime  le  flocon. 

Par  Jaclyn  Ting 


V 

A  la  ferme  un  bebe  caneton  et 
des  bebes  poussins  dorment. 

II  y  a  deux  chevaux  dans  la 
maison  et  un  canard  dans  une 
piscine.  C'est  une  drole  de 
maison.  Les  personnes  rient 
dans  la  maison.  Le  canard  nage, 
le  cheval  mange  et  les  poussins 
dorment. 

Par  Lauren 


I  Das  Wunder 

Don  Crescenzo  war  ein  alter,  reicher  Mann.  Er  erzaehlte  seine 
abensgeschichte  fuer  den  Leser.  Als  er  sieben  Jahre  alt  war,  war  ein  Bergsturz  im  Dorf  wo  Don 
[frescenzo  wohnte.  Das  Leben  war  schrecklich,  weil  seine  Familie  alles  verloren  hatte.  Deswegen 
aren  sie  sehr  arm.  Don  Crescenzo  war  auch  krank  und  er  konnte  nicht  mehr  hoeren.  Als  die 
erwandten  die  Tragoedie  sahen,  woUten  sie  der  Familie  helfen  und  batten  fuer  sie  ein  Haus  auf  dem 
and  gebaut.  Aber  die  Eltern  von  Don  Crescenzo  batten  kein  Geld,  aucb  wenn  der  Vater  ein  Arzt  war. 
jr  wollte  nicbt,  dass  seine  Patienten  ibn  fuer  seinen  Dienst  bezablten.  Der  Mutter  gefiel  das  nicbt. 
aid  war  es  Weibnachten,  der  24.  Dezember.  In  diesem  Jabr  nach  dem  Bergsturz,  batte  die  Familie 
jein  Holz  fuer  ein  Feuer,  kein  Essen  oder  Kleidung.  Don  war  sebr  traurig,  als  er  sicb  die 
/eibnachtsparade  vor  seinem  Haus  anschaute.  Aber  ploetzUcb  aenderte  sicb  alles,  als  Koerbe  mit 
ssen,  Saecke  mit  Kleidung  und  Holz,  der  Famibe  gescbenkt  wurde.  Alle  die  Sacben  waren  von  den 
ielen  Patienten,  die  dem  Arzt  fuer  seine  Hilfe  dankten.  So  dass  das  Weibnachtsfest  fuer  Don  immer 
in  frobes  und  besonderes  Fest  war.  Im  spaeteren  Leben,  arbeitete  Don  immer  sebr  scbwer,  um  vielen 
dndem  zu  belfen.  Er  dacbte  immer  an  seine  Kindbeit  zurueck.  Bianca  Nolet,  Secondary  IV 


A  la  ferme  il  y  a  un  poulain.  II  joue. 
La  maman  vache  donne  du  lait.  L'oie 
et  son  bebe  sont  dans  I'eau  et  j'aime  la 
ferme. 

Par  Ola 


My  So-Called  Life 


Another  cold,  white  day.  There  is  no  light,  and  no  sun.  It  is  an  ordinary  morning.  I  still  can  not  wake 
up,  my  face  looks  awful!  Gosh,  1  am  only  seventeen,  shouldn't  I  be  fresh  and  active?  Well,  perhaps  I  should, 
but  1  am  not.  Today  is  my  birthday.  No  one  comes  to  me  in  the  morning  to  say  "happy  birthday".  Fine! 
What  do  1  expect?  Do  not  expect  anything  from  life.  I  should  be  happy  and  satisfied.  Yes,  the  most 
important  thing  about  life  is  to  be  satisfied  and  I  should  be. 

1  sit  there  watching  my  mother  give  me  a  cup  of  hot  chocolate,  a  croissant  with  an  egg  in  it,  and 
some  fruit  for  breakfast.  Perhaps,  there  is  something  missing.  I  feel  full  as  soon  as  I  see  it.  My  mother  tells 
me  to  eat  quickly,  otherwise  I  am  going  to  be  late  for  school.  It  is  always  the  same,  nothing  really  changes. 
Life  is  so  hard  and  boring,  but  I  do  not  have  any  choices.  I  only  eat  the  fruit  and  the  chocolate.  That  is  it. 
I  do  not  feel  like  eating  anything.  I  want  to  go  back  to  sleep,  and  not  to  think  about  anything.  I  want  to  run 
away  from  all  the  troubles  and  problems. 

There  are  many  questions  that  my  classmates  ask  to  each  other.  The  questions  that  have  been 
going  around  are,  "Did  you  do  your  Physics?"  or  "Did  you  study  for  Chemistry?"  Some  other  conversa¬ 
tions  which  give  me  more  pressure  are:  "Corns,  have  you  started  doing  your  history  paper?"  There  will 
be  no  extension  this  time!"  What  is  life  all  about?  Work?  Pressure?  People  complain  about  lots  of  things. 
Later,  I  see  people  studying  for  their  test,  or  doing  their  homework  at  lunch.  V^en  I  go  to  school,  I  wait 
for  two  things  to  happen,  they  are  lunch  and  3:15  (you  know  what  that  means!),  because  these  are  the  only 
times  when  I  can  have  a  little  bit  of  freedom. 

How  come  people  are  so  lucky?  My  sister  is  so  lucky.  Her  school  does  not  give  her  as  much 
homework  as  mine  does.  She  studies  in  Ontario  in  grade  thirteen.  She  comes  back  to  Montreal  once  a  week. 
During  the  weekend,  she  always  watches  television  and  does  a  little  bit  of  homework.  It  is  so  unfair.  I  am 
only  in  grade  eleven.  Why  do  I  have  to  work  as  much  or  more  than  her?  There  is  my  neighbor.  Ding  Huen 
Sho.  He  is  twenty-eight  years  old.  He  does  not  work.  He  stays  at  home  every  single  day.  He  always  says, 
"I  do  not  need  to  work,  and  I  can  stay  home  until  I  have  my  grandsons  and  daughters."  Yes,  his  father  is 
very  rich.  He  does  not  worry  about  his  living.  To  me,  he  is  the  other  lucky  person  I  know. 

As  soon  as  I  get  home  from  school,  I  answer  the  phone  call  from  my  sister.  She  tells  me  she  wants 
to  come  back  home,  because  she  is  homesick.  I  am  surprised,  I  thought  she  had  no  problems.  My  mother 
already  got  her  a  cellular,  so  she  can  call  home  when  she  wants  to.  Why  does  she  complain  about  so  many 
things?  I  mean,  she  has  everything  she  wants.  She  gets  to  come  back  once  a  week.  She  tells  me  that  she  is 
not  happy  at  all,  she  cries,  and  she  complains.  She  blames  my  parents  for  sending  her  to  a  boarding  school. 
But  she  forgets  it  was  her  choice  to  go  to  Ottawa  to  study.  My  parents  even  rented  a  little  apartment  for 
her  to  live  in,  so  she  does  not  have  to  be  a  boarder.  Isn't  she  lucky  to  have  such  kind  parents? 

I  go  up  to  my  room,  to  start  my  homework.  After  a  while,  my  neighbor,  comes  up  to  my  room 
to  tell  me  it  is  supper  time.  He  comes  to  my  house  everyday.  I  am  his  friend.  He  tells  me  everything.  He 
says  if  our  family  does  not  remain  close  to  him,  he  will  not  stay  long  enough  to  get  his  citizenship.  He  tells 
me  he  is  very  lonely.  He  has  a  lot  of  pressure.  Then  I  ask  him  if  he  is  happy  or  not.  He  says  he  doesn't  know. 
I  ask  him  how  come,  because  he  does  not  have  to  worry  about  anything.  He  tells  me  he  even  thinks  about 
suicide.  I  am  extremely  shocked!  There  are  thousands  of  questions  in  my  head.  I  ask  him  why,  but  he  does 
not  tell  me.  I  think  he  is  lucky,  at  least  he  does  not  have  to  worry  about  making  a  Hving.  He  does  not  suffer 
from  any  diseases.  Suddenly  I  realize  we  are  lucky.  We  all  live  in  a  good  environment.  None  of  us  have 
to  suffer. 

At  last,  I  find  out  that  today  is  the  turning  point  of  my  life,  because,  I  figured  out  that  in  order 
to  be  happy,  a  person  has  to  be  satisfied  with  what  they  already  have.  If  I  am  not  satisfied,  no  matter  what 
I  have,  I  still  will  not  be  happy.  Before  I  go  to  bed,  I  tell  my  mother  that  I  can  make  my  own  breakfast 
tomorrow.  It  does  not  matter  what  I  have.  Anything  is  fine. 

"Sweet  seventeen,  happy  birthday!"  I  say  to  myself. 

by  Corns  (  Gee  Min  )  Chan 


An  Easter  Treasure 


My  Cereal 


Once  upon  a  time,  there  was  a  teddy  bear  named 
Calvin.  He  was  very  cute  and  loved  to  plant  flowers.  He  lived 
in  a  very  beautiful  house  in  Teddy  Bear  Town  and  he  had  a  lot 
of  flowers  in  his  backyard.  He  loved  to  swim,  too.  In  summer, 
he  swam  almost  everyday.  However,  he  didn't  have  any 
friends  at  all. 

One  month  later,  he  went  to  a  picnic  because  he 
wanted  to  find  a  friend,  but  he  couldn't  find  any.  One  day,  when 
he  went  out,  he  found  a  friend  who  was  a  rabbit. 

It  was  Easter  morning,  he  went  to  the  backyard  to 
water  the  flowers.  Suddenly,  he  saw  a  lot  of  colourful  baskets. 
There  were  a  lot  of  chocolate  eggs  inside  the  baskets.  When 
Calvin  opened  one  of  the  chocolate  eggs,  he  saw  that  there  was 
a  strip  or  paper.  He  looked  at  it  and  it  said,  "From  your  friend 
rabbit,"  so  he  was  very  happy  because  he  really  found  a  friend. 


The  milk  ran  down  in  a  stream 

pshhh. 

Into  my  large  bowl  of  Rice 

Krispies, 

My  cereal  was  coming  to  life. 

Snap,  Crackle,  Pop  it  said, 
I  felt  the  silver  spoon  with  its 

magic. 

It  was  talking  to  itself  in  my 

mouth. 
Snap,  Crackle,  Pop, 
It  was  saying. 
Snap,  Crackle,  Pop 

Nathalie  Doumet  Grade  5 


Charmaine  Lo,  Grade  4 


Hallowe'en 


The  pumpkins  are  back 
The  witches  have  been  keeping  track 
The  jack  o'  lanterns  are  all  lit  up 
Frankenstein  is  already  up. 

Toads,  insects,  children,  bats 
Spiders,  dogs,  and  all  the  cats 
Are  being  mixed  up  in  a  brew 
And  look,  the  witch  just  flew 

Dracula  is  sucking  blood 

While  the  swamp  monsters  are  in  the  mud 

All  ghosts  are  trick  or  treating 

So  be  prepared  for  ghoulish  screaming. 

Marlene  Ayas,  Grade  6 


Fabula  Mirandae 


Haec  est  fabula  Mirandae,  quam  multi  non  noverunt.  Miranda  est  dea  gemmarum  et  purorum  metallorum. 
In  Monte  Olympo  cum  parentibus  et  fratribus  et  sororibus  in  regia  habitat.  Miranda,  in  silva  ambulans, 
vestimenta  vix  gerit.  In  silva  gemmae  earn  delectant.  Monile  milibus  gemmarum  facit .  Quotiens  Miranda 
gemmam  novam  invenit,  earn  monili  addit. 

Olim  Jupiter  per  silvam  ambulat,  ubi  nudam  Mirandam  videt.  Iratus,  vestimenta  induere  earn  iubet. 
"Tu  pudica  dea  esse  debes,"  inquit,  "et  nisi  mihi  pares,  in  animo  habeo  monile  deripere" 

Postridie  nocte  Jupiter  in  silva  iterum  ambulat,  ubi  nudam  Mirandam  videt.  Est  iratus  et  monile  arripit  et 
in  caelum  iacit.  Omnes  gemmae  in  caelum  altissimum  volant.  Miranda  sub  arbore  sedet  et  lacrimat. 
Caelum  spectat  et  omnes  gemmas  in  caelo  micantes  videt.  Hae  gemmae  sunt  stellae. 

Jessica  Deacon  and  Diana  Farr,  Secondary  II 


79 


When  I  First  Came  to  Canada 


August  17th  was  the  day  we  came  to  Canada.  We  got  on  the  plane  in  London  at  1  o'clock  and 

'id  into  our  seats,  I  was  pleased  to  see  I  ha 


it  was  very  busy.  When  we  settled  into  our  seats,  I  was  pleased  to  see  I  Rad  my  own  T.V.  During  the 
flight  the  stewardess  came  around  with  a  trolley.  I  bought  a  very  cute  pilot  bear.  Soon  it  was  time  to  gel  i 
off  the  plane.  There  was  lots  of  pushing  and  shoving.  It  was  a  great  relief  to  be  outside  rather  than  bein^i 
in  a  stuffy  plane. 

The  first  thing  we  did  was  to  buy  a  car.  We  moved  into  a  house  in  Old  Orchard  which  had  a 
lovely  cat  called  Bozo. 

I  was  nervous  when  it  was  my  first  day  at  The  Study,  but  everybody  was  very  friendly.  I  hav 

'  ~  ‘  :k  “  ■  ■ 


made  lots  of  new  friends.  I  will  miss  them  a  lot  when  I  go  back  to  England. 


Katie  Corris,  Grade  4 


The  Owl  by  My  Window 


,  As  the  wind  will  blow, 
jbeside  my  window, 
far,  far  away... 
hunting  for  her  prey. 


She  gives  a  hoo 
waking  more  than  few. 
Far,  far  away... 
until  comes  the  day. 


I 


The  owl  is  a  night  bird, 
for  nieht  she  has  prefered. 

For  wnat  she  does  is  what  she  wants 
And  the  night  sky  is  what  she  haunts. 


If  you  stare  into  her  yellow  eyes. 

You'll  know  within  there  are  no  lies. 

While  spreading  her  great  feathered  wings, 
she  hoos,  which  is  the  song  she  sings. 


WAR 


Alana  Dligacz  Gr.5 


Vital  fluids  draining  from  people's  bodies. 
Gunshots  in  the  back  street  echoing  through  the 

mountains 


Machetes  sear  people's  bodies  into  molecules 
The  scent  of  decaying  flesh  in  the  air. 
Loved  ones  being  slaughtered 
The  sound  of  moaning  and  groaning  of  people  barely  living 
Heart  throbbing  pain  being  felt  through  all. 

The  death  of  innocent  people 
Deep  sorrow, 
Hope  for  a  new  day. 

Spring  WAR 

^ring  is  a  season  that  everyone  loves  Lily  Vennor,  Grade  6 
Tne  doves  are  white. 

People  flying  kites. 

There  is  a  garden  with  all  kinds  of  flowers. 

Daffodils,  roses,  tulips,  violets. 

Spring  is  a  season  that  everyone  loves. 

Edlyn  Wu,  Grade  4 


My  So-Called  Life 


Funny  how  the  scenery  may  change  from  day  to  day,  or  remain  the  same.  The  weather  can  mask  itself  time 
nd  time  again.  The  morning  wind  is  bitter  and  bites  at  my  eyes.  The  sidewalk  is  dry  as  it  was  last  week,  appearing 
iimarked  by  my  heavy  tread.  How  strange  it  is  to  walk  the  same  path  every  morning,  no  matter  what  has  happened 
re  night  before.  It  is  funny  how  if  someone  were  to  see  me  walking  this  way,  they  would  simply  see  me  as  a  school 
irl.  They  would  not  know  of  me  anymore  than  that.  This  routine  is  a  part  of  my  life.  It  is  a  piece  of  a  puzzle.  The 
uzzle,  my  life,  and  the  piece,  one  small  part  of  it.  I 

I  arrive  at  school  and  the  morning  bell  calls  us  in  a  shrilling  voice  to  go  to  our  first  class.  All  the  while  my 
iends  laugh  and  chat  and  I  am  thinking  of  death.  Their  talk  is  far  from  my  ears.  My  thoughts  clamour  around  my 
ead.  In  the  back  of  my  mind  I  see  white-washed  faces,  blank  stares,  and  hear  weak  cries.  My  friends  nudge  me,  I 
ull  away,  unable  to  face  them.  How  am  I  to  join  them  in  their  laughter?  How  am  I  to  focus  in  this  tumult  of  emotion? 
hey  mistake  my  aloofness  for  annoyance  and  turn  away.  It's  better  that  way,  I  don't  have  to  face  them. 

I  sit  feeling  unattached,  unfocused,  as  the  teacher  continues  on  in  a  monotonous  drone.  I  seem  to  tune  out  quite 
asily  now.  In  the  back  of  my  thoughts  it  is  white.  Drab  coloured  shapes  fit  together  in  my  mind,  forming  my  life, 
'see  my  past,  present,  and  future.  I  see  my  family's  melancholic  faces  and  my  friends'  blank  stares.  I  try  to  put  them 
11  together,  to  link  them  into  one  train  of  thought.  All  I  end  up  with  is  a  chaotic  jumble  of  colours. 

The  more  I  think  of  the  idea  that  life  is  a  puzzle,  the  more  it  makes  sense.  Death  acting  as  an  important  piece, 
Ind  one  we  have  to  accept.  Accepting  my  grandfather's  death  is  a  big  step.  I  can't  bring  myself  to  think  of  him  not 
haring  the  same  ground  I  walk  on.  The  only  consolation  I  have  is  that  he  is  sharing  the  same  sky  above  me.  I  watched 
is  soul  lift  out  of  his  body  and  now  I  feel  his  presence  with  me.  I've  felt  the  heavy  weight  of  agony,  and  now  I'm 
2ft  with  the  jabbing  remnants  of  it.  I  have  my  memories  of  that  day  and  how  we  were,  what  the  air  felt  like,  the  colour 
*f  the  sky  and  the  colour  of  his  face. 

i  The  continuous  buzz  of  the  classroom  is  the  only  thing  keeping  me  from  drowning  in  my  thoughts.  I  look  at 
[veryone  around  me.  Do  they  know  that  as  everyday  goes  by  they  are  adding  another  piece  to  the  puzzle 
>f  their  lives?  Maybe  they  are  thinking  of  life  and  death  as  I  am.  Maybe  they  are  thinking  of  birds.  Y es,  perhaps  they 
re  thinking  of  flying.  Their  minds  are  open  and  carefree,  while  I  trap  myself  in  my  questioning. 

I  drift  through  my  next  two  classes  like  a  cloud.  Recess  is  over  and  I  sit  myself  down  in  my  next  class.  The 
lightly  agitating  tone  of  the  teacher's  voice  is  doing  a  good  job  in  penetrating  my  thoughts.  People  look  at  me  with 
vondering  eyes.  They  decide  that  I  am  depressed  or  maybe  upset  with  one  of  them.  They  search  the  light  in  my  eyes 
ind  the  tired  lines  on  my  face  for  bitterness  and  accusation.  They  find  none.  I  puzzle  them,  just  as  death  puzzles  me. 
Tiey  finally  get  bored  with  me  and  avert  their  attention  back  to  the  mechanical  robot  they  call  a  teacher.  Suddenly 
he  secretary  opens  the  door,  projecting  her  head  and  voice  into  the  classroom.  My  heart  stops  and  my  muscles 
)ecome  tense.  I  realize  I  am  gripping  my  binders  anxiously.  This  time  the  message  isn't  for  me,  she  hasn't  come  for 
ne.  I  relax,  feeling  somewhat  awkward,  embarrassed  by  my  absurd  assumption. 

As  the  class  winds  down,  my  friends  gather  their  books  into  their  arms.  I  lift  my  books  with  some  impatience. 

^  seem  always  to  be  impatient  now.  We  head  down  to  the  cafeteria,  with  its  sickly  yellow  walls  and  shiny  white  ceiling, 
sit  crowded  with  company  by  the  yellow  table.  There  seems  to  be  a  commotion.  I  don't  listen  long  enough  to  catch 
5n.  I  appear  to  be  in  the  middle  of  something,  but  reality  holds  me  outside  of  it. 

Lunch  hour  finishes  andwemakeour  way  up  to  our  next  class .  I  sit  myself  comfortably  on  my  favourite  stool 
n  the  art  room.  For  the  first  time  this  day,  my  eyes  shine.  Our  current  project  is  to  create  a  puzzle  symbolizing 
'mything  we  wish.  How  ironic,  I  think.  Evidently,  my  puzzle  symbolizes  life  and  how  every  aspect  of  it  fits  together, 
brming  a  picture  of  my  own  personal  history.  I  had  been  receiving  many  lovely  and  approving  comments  over  the 
aast  weeks,  and  today  is  no  different.  I'm  getting  all  the  ooh's  and  aah's,  and  even  questions;  what  does  it  mean?  Why 
lid  you  choose  that  colour?  Why  is  it  circular?...  etc. 

It's  nearing  the  end  of  class  and  I  have  finished  my  puzzle.  The  last  piece  I  put  in  is  black  with  a  tiny  white 
jircle  in  the  center,  symbolizing  the  tragic,  yet  peaceful  death  of  my  grandfather.  I  wait  for  everyone  to  finish  showing 
;heir  projects  to  the  rest  of  the  class.  Such  beautiful  colours.  My  turn  is  soon,  my  hands  become  sweaty.  I  am  shaking 
low,  I  can  barely  speak.  That  is  my  life,  I  tell  them.  I  point  out  my  family,  my  loves,  my  hates,  my  passions,  my 
grandfather...  I  even  point  them  out.  They  only  have  one  question.  Why  is  it  I've  forgotten  to  place  a  puzzle  piece 
:n  the  center  of  my  creation?  Forgotten?  No,  I  tell  them.  Not  forgotten.  Thisspace,  Isay,  is  reserved  for  my  death... 
:ime  will  pass  and  I  will  pass  on,  and  the  circle  will  close. 

Merissa  Simonian,  Gr.  10 
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The  Dragon  Dance 

There  was  a  dance  at  the  Chinese  New  Year 
Everyone  was  invited.  They  were  so  happy 
lived  happily  ever  after.  The  end. 

Lauren  Rudolph,  Grade  1 


Me 

I  imagine  I  see  the  world  above  me, 

I  see  the  world  smiling  at  me. 

I  feel  happy  about  that. 

I  am  happy  when  everything  is  alright. 
I  feel  different  from  everybody  else, 

I  am  happy  that  I  am  different. 
Everybody  in  the  world  is  different. 


Manna  Chan,  Gr.5 
Strange  Creatures  and  a  Magical  Suitcase 


The  bell  rang.  Lenny  ran  out  of  school.  It  was  four  o'clock.  Lenny  was  so  happy  because 
tomorrow  she  would  be  going  on  vacation.  She  would  be  going  to  New  Hampshire.  She  had  no 
homework  because  her  teacher  knew  that  she  was  leaving.  As  soon  as  she  got  home  she  started 
packing  her  suitcase.  But  that  very  night  something  strange  happened.  Lenny's  suitcase  started  to 
dance.  It  woke  Lenny  up  and  scared  her.  She  told  her  parents  but  her  parents  were  sleeping.  But  when 
Lenny  came  back  into  her  bedroom  the  suitcase  stopped  dancing.  Lenny  opened  the  suitcase.  There 
was  a  two-headed  dragon  in  it,  and  it  looked  like  it  was  wearing  the  dragon  t-shirt  that  Lenny  had. 
Lenny  decided  to  set  her  alarm  clock  for  5  a.m.  in  the  morning  so  she  could  go  to  sleep  and  check  her 
suitcase  later.  At  5  o'clock,  Lenny  checked  her  suitcase.  There  was  no  monster.  It  was  just  a  cat! 


Sara-Louise  Drury  Grade  2 


Terabithia 

Terabithia:  My  Terabithia  is  under  a  tree.  I  go  there  when  I  am  sad. 

I  hear  the  rustling  of  leaves  in  the  fall.  The  icy  snow  crunching  down  wherever  I  sit  in 
winter.  I  hear  the  fluttering  of  bird's  wings  returning  for  summer  in  spring.  I  hear  the  insects  whisper¬ 
ing,  the  birds  singing,  the  dogs  running  and  the  squirrels  climbing  up  a  tree  in  the  summer. 

As  I  lie  on  my  back  I  see  the  clouds  forming  into  a  shape,  then  disappearing  into  mid-air 
in  summer.  In  spring  I  see  the  butterflies  hiding  from  someone  or  something.  In  winter  I  see  the  nests 
or  the  houses  of  the  animals  for  where  they  are  going  to  hibernate.  In  fall,  the  leaves  are  falling  on  me, 
they  cover  my  eyes  and  I  see  nothing. 

I  feel  the  wind  lifdr^  me  into  the  sky  in  winter.  In  fall,  the  branches  of  trees  sweep  over 
me  gently.  In  spring,  I  feel,  och!  The  prick  of  a  mosquito  digging  into  me.  In  summer,  the  wings  of  the 
bees  are  like  a  little  fan  over  my  face. 

I  taste  the  summery  fragrant  taste  of  the  delicious  roses  and  flowers  that  I  am  surrounded 
by.  In  winter,  I  taste  the  snow  melting  on  my  tongue.  In  spring,  I  taste  the  small,  sweet  strawberries. 

In  fall,  just  to  see  the  luscious,  red,  shiny  apples  is  enough,  but  I  have  to  taste  them,  and  I  do. 

Lindsey  Govan  Grade  5 
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j  Ego  solus  eram. 

Ipse  solus  eram. 

Nemo  spectabat, 

J  De  te  cogitabam. 

I  Egone  dixi. 

Ipse  solus  eram. 

Ipse  solus 
Ipse  solus 
Ipse  solus. 

I  Tuam  domum  ivi, 

■'i 

I  Sed  nemo  ibi  erat. 

In  tuum  cubiculum  ivi, 
j  Ipse  solus  eram. 

I;  Tu  et  ego  habemus 


The  Angry  Sky 

The  clouds  roll  over  the  mountain  like  black  smoke.  Dead 
leaves  scrape  against  the  vast  and  forlorn  area  surrounding 
me.  A  chilled  wind  slashes  my  face  like  knives.  A  child 
sits  cross-legged  by  a  warming  fire,  listening  to  the  rumbling 
of  thunder  in  the  dfistance.  The  sky  is  suddenly  covered  with 
a  robe  of  darkness.  The  rain  launches  itself  from  the  sky,  like 
a  volcano  erupting.  The  devil  seizes  his  trident  and  pierces  the 
sky  with  rage.  Abruptly,  silence  overcomes  reality.  The  sky 
still  ablaze  with  angry,  slowly  cooling. 

Holly  Fagan,  Grade  6 


A  River's  Glow 

Floating,  glistening,  and  prancing. 

The  river's  glow  makes  me  feel  like  dancing, 
A  roar  goes  down,  a  roar  goes  over. 


j  Talia  mirabilia  tempora. 


j  Ubi  ipse  solus  sum. 

Ipse  solus. 

I  Carmen  a  Die  Prasino  scriptum. 


I  see  a  bird  and  time  passing  by 
But  the  river  is  in  the  most  of  my  eye. 

The  fish  swimming,  the  waves  crashing. 

If  you  really  look  closely  you  can  see  the  rocks. 
At  the  edge,  at  the  side; 

Of  my  river,  our  river. 


Heather  et  Jessica 
et  Laura  et  Talia 
hoc  Latine 
rediderunt. 
Secondary  III 


Laura  Goodman  Grade  5 
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Diversity 

Nadia  Gibbs,  Secondary  V 

(1st  prize  winner  of  the  Diversity  Essay  writing  Competition) 

Canada  is  a  diverse  society.  It  is  a  smorgasbord  of  people,  people  of  all  sizes,  shapes,  and  colours.  You  can  find 
proof  of  this  anyw^here  you  look.  You  can  look  out  your  hving  room  window,  or  turn  on  the  television.  You  can  sit 
on  a  park  bench,  and  watch  the  people  go  by.  What  you  will  discover  is  that  nobody  looks  or  thinks  the  same  way; 
everybody  is  different. 

For  example,  watch  this  street  corner,  or  any  street  comer,  in  downtown  Montreal,  or  any  other  town, 
anyw^here  in  Canada.  It  possesses  a  graffiti-ridden  mailbox,  and  a  small  Chinese  restaurant,  with  red  curtains  in  the 
windows.  There  are  hand  prints  in  the  sidewalk,  that  some  joker  left  in  the  smooth  grey  cement  while  it  was  still  wet. 

Now  a  little  boy  passes  by.  He  is  six  or  seven  years  old,  with  curly  black  hair,  and  pretty  coffee-coloured  skin. 
He  walks  carefuly,  looking  down  at  his  feet,  admiring  his  brand-new  Reebok  sneakers. 

Soon  his  mother  hurries  after  him,  trying  to  balance  several  plastic  shopping  bags.  "Alexander!"  she  calls. 
"Alexander,  wait  for  me!" 

Alexander  stops,  turns,  then  smiles  at  his  mother,  displaying  white  baby  teeth.  Two  of  them  are  missing. 

A  blue-eyed  lady  in  a  long  linen  skirt  is  running  for  the  bus  that  has  just  stopped  down  the  block.  Black,  high- 
heeled,  patent  leather  shoes  make  a  clacking  sound  on  the  pavement.  Her  right  arm  is  outstretched,  as  if  that  wall  make 
the  bus  w^ait  for  her.  "Attendez!"  she  cries,  out  of  breath.  "S'il  vous  plait,  attendez!" 

Now^  a  man,  tall  and  balding,  crosses  the  street.  About  forty  years  old,  he  is  wearing  an  expensive  pinstripe 
three-piece  suit,  and  a  Burberry's  trench  coat.  He  carries  a  browm  leather  briefcase,  and  a  laptop  computer  in  a  black 
case.  Stopping  to  check  his  watch,  he  curses  angrily  at  himself,  then  hurries  dowm  the  road. 

A  couple  is  exiting  the  Chinese  restaurant;  he  is  pushing  a  baby  stroller.  She  possesses  thick,  coal  black  hair, 
and  w^ears  beaten-up  canvas  running  shoes  and  a  w^hite  T-shirt  that  reads  "Every  day  is  Earth  Day."  He  w^ears  a  w’^hite 
Stetson,  and  a  blue,  red,  and  white  Canadians  jersey.  Patrick  Roy,  number  thirty-three. 

A  w^aiter  mns  out  of  the  restaurant  to  call  them  back;  the  w^oman  had  forgotten  her  red  leather  purse.  He  wears 
the  black  pants  and  the  white  starched  shirt  that  are  a  typical  waiter's  uniform.  He  is  an  old  Chinese  man,  with  soft 
browm  eyes,  and  a  wmathered  face  that  crinkles  when  he  smiles,  which  is  often. 

Three  schoolgirls  walking  past  wmve  at  him.  They  are  all  the  same  age,  in  identical  green  plaid  kilts  and  w'^hite 
turtlenecks.  The  first  has  short  strawberry  blond  hair,  the  second  dark  chestnut  hair,  and  the  last  one  recently  dyed 
her  hair  peacock  blue. 

A  small,  browm-haired  man  in  a  jogging  suit  is  waiting  for  the  traffic  hghts  to  change.  He  is  wmlking  a  dog  on 
a  leash,  a  happy,  energetic  golden  retriever. 

In  an  instant  the  girls  are  crow^ded  aroimd  the  dog,  admiring  and  cooing,  as  the  small  man  tries,  most 
unsuccessfully,  to  drag  his  dog  across  the  street. 

As  the  hght  changes  back  to  red,  a  family  of  five  is  getting  out  of  a  taxicab.  Twm  hyperactive  preschoolers,  a 
boy  and  a  girl,  dance  on  the  sidewmlk.  Another  older  boy,  wiggles  out  of  the  back  seat,  holding  tightly  to  a  silver 
helium  balloon.  All  three  children  are  the  smooth  colour  of  cafe-au-lait,  and  hazel-eyed.  Their  father  helps  their 
mother  out  of  the  car,  calls  them  to  order,  and  the  troupe  heads  dowm  the  road. 

This  man  standing  here,  in  black  jeans  and  black  Doc  Martens,  has  a  head  full  of  dreadlocks  that  fall  halfw^ay 
dowm  his  back.  This  woman,  standing  here  beside  him,  leaning  against  the  mailbox,  has  her  hair  covered  by  a  w'hite 
fringe  shawl.  They  are  both  smoking  cigarettes.  Now  a  second  man  approaches,  tall  and  dark-skinned,  sporting  a 
black  fedora  denim  jacket.  Then  they  stride  into  the  Chinese  restaurant,  to  be  greeted  by  the  old  Chinese  wmiter. 

He  is  smiling  too. 

Two  old  ladies  amble  by.  The  first  is  short  and  round,  her  skin  a  natural  coppery  colour,  her  laughing  eyes 
a  bright  emerald  green.  The  other  is  taller  but  not  tall,  and  has  the  same  laughing  eyes.  They  are  chattering  nonstop 
in  Spanish,  seeming  in  no  particular  hurry  to  reach  wherever  they  are  going. 

The  first  stops  to  mail  a  letter.  She  is  telling  the  second  that  it  is  a  birthday  card  to  her  granddaughter  w^ho 
is  being  raised  by  her  son,  in  another  city. 

The  little  is  four,  and  very,  very  bright.  This  the  grandmother  attests  to,  swmars  to,  as  the  twm  ladies  continue 
dowm  the  street. 

A  group  of  teenagers  are  strolling  dowm  the  street.  Arrange  them  all  in  a  row^  and  you  would  have  an  ad  for 
United  Colours  of  Benetton .  A  tall  black  boy  is  w^alking  in  front  of  the  pack,  telling  a  joke  that  has  made  everybody  laugh. 
A  Chinese  boy  and  a  Chinese  girl  are  followdng  in  the  back,  arms  around  each  others  wmists.  An  animated  blond  girl 
is  arguing  loudly  wdth  a  frowming  dark-haired  boy  about  the  outcome  of  next  January's  Super  Bowd.  Every  last  one 
is  wearing  Levi's  jeans. 

Every  one  is  different.  And  of  those  different  people,  there  are  twenty-eight  million  right  here  in  Canada. . 
Twenty-million  different  Canadians,  of  all  different  nationalities,  religions,  genders,  ages,  heights,  and  any  other  w^ay ; 
to  be  different  that  you  can  think  of.  But  everyone  is  also  part  of  the  living,  breathing  human  race.  Which  makes  us 
all  the  same.  Just  different. 
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News 


January  22, 1995 

I 

!  This  year  my  parents  and  I  are  going  to  play  at  my  aunt's  wedding;  my  aunt  lives  in  Winnipeg  so  my 

parents  and  I  are  going  to  Winnipeg  to  go  and  see  my  aunt.  We  are  going  to  play  two  songs,  one  of  them 
is  Bouree  from  book  One  and  the  other  is  Minuet  One  from  book  Two,  my  parents  say  that  I  have  to  do  a 
song  for  my  aunt's  wedding  alone  but  I  don't  know  if  I  want  to  or  not.  So  far  I've  said  no  but  who  knows? 
I  might  change  my  mind  but  I  doubt  it,  well,  I  still  have  a  lot  of  time  to  decide.  My  aunt's  wedding  is  on 
:  the  mst  of  July.  We'll  stay  at  my  other  aunt's  house,  her  name  is  Lorna,  and  my  uncle's  name  is  Jim.  While 
I'm  in  Winnipeg,  I'll  go  visit  all  my  aunts,  uncles,  and  my  grandmother.  I  love  it  at  my  grandmother's 
apartment  because  in  the  back  room  she  keeps  a  very  special  doll  there  who  sits  on  a  big  chest.  Why  is  this 
doll  special?  Because  she  walks  if  you  help  her  very  slowly.  Grandma  says  that  the  next  time  I  come  to 
Winnipeg,  I  can  take  Alice  the  doll  home,  here  to  Montreal,  if  Mom  lets  me,  and  if  I  have  enough  room, 
because  this  doll  is  a  very  tall  doll.  Well,  she's  not  that  tall,  about  twenty  feet,  I  just  mean  she's  much  taller 
than  a  normal  doll. 

Maia  Giesbrecht  Grade  4A 


The  Wish  Poem 

I  wish  I  were 
A  genie. 

In  Aladdin's  palace. 
Casting  spells. 

By  magical  Gods. 


Nathalie  Doumet  grade  5 


Corns  Chan 

I  Metella  In  Silva 

{Metella  est  puella,  filia  Metelli  qui  est  senator.) 

(Metella  in  silvam  ambulat.) 

j  Metellus:  Cave,  Metella!  Numquam  sola  in  silva  ambulas. 

Tu  es  perterrita  in  silva. 

Metella:  (Baculum  arripit.)  Noli  timere,  ego  sum  cauta. 

(Metella  in  silvam  ambulat.  Ilia  cantat  et  ambulat.) 

'  Metella:  (Clamorem  audit.)  Quis  est?  Ego  baculum  habeo! 

Ego  non  timeo.  Tu  es  fatua,  Metella,  nemo  venit!  Ha,  Ha! 
(Metella  trepide  ridet.  Metella  longius  ambulat.  Metella  est  perterrita.) 
Metella:  (Timet.)  Eheu!  Ego  sum  mortua!  (Clamorem  audit.)  Ego  timeo. 
Quis  est?  (Metella  lacrimat.)  O  me  miseram! 

(Subito  Sextus,  frater  Metellae,  ex  arbore  descendit.) 

Sextus:  Noli  lacrimare!  Ego  sum  Sextus!  -  Tuus  frater. 

Metella:  Tu  es  homo  qui  clamat? 

Sextus:  Ita  vero!  (Metella  et  Sextus  rident.) 

Metella:  Ego  numquam  iterum  sola  in  silva  ambulabo.  Promitto. 

(Ad  villam  reveniunt.) 

MARIE  KHEDIGUIAN 
SECONDARY  II 


The  Snow 

I  could  eat  it 
The  snow  that  falls 
It's  falling  down 

down 

down 

Down  to  the  bottom  of  the  streets 
So  softly  falling  down 

down 

down 

Down  to  the  child  playing  with  snow 
So  quickly  down 

down 

down 

I  love  the  taste  of  it 

The  snow  that  melts  in  your  mouth 

So  gently  falling  down 

down 

down 

Sissy  Seguret,  Grade  6 
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Tom  Meager 


Proserpina 

Haec  est  pictura  Proserpinae.  Fabula  Prosepinae  est  misera. 
Aestate  in  terra  et  hieme  in  infernis  habitat.  Inferni  sunt  frigidi 
sed  terra  est  calida.  Proserpina  non  est  laeta  in  infernis  quod 
Plutum  non  amat. 

Rebeckah  Lovell 
Martha  Brown 
Secondary  II 
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In  a  little  town  far  north  from  here  I 

There  was  a  boy  known  as  Tom  Meager. 

Tom  Meager  got  into  trouble  many  a  time, 

But  he  got  out  of  trouble  as  if  a  chime. 

His  ma  and  pa  weren't  the  richest  of  all,  j 

And  they  left  Tom  Meager  one  day  in  the  fall. 

That  winter  was  hard  for  poor  Tom  Meager,  j 

What  Tom  needed  was  a  little  bit  of  cheer! 

At  that  time  Tom  was  only  fourteen,  . 

Loud,  annoying,  obnoxious,  and  mean.  ; 

Tom  had  tried  to  get  a  job. 

But  no  one  wants  to  hire  a  fourteen  year  old  slob! 

Tom  had  no  food  to  feed  himself 
Until  one  day  came  Sam  the  elf. 

Sam  was  dressed  and  had  a  little  hat  on,  I 

He  wasn't  big  and  was  smaller  than  Tom.  i 

Sam  found  food  for  Tom  to  eat,  j 

He  even  found  chocolate  which  was  a  real  treat!  ! 
Sam  made  a  suit  with  shoes  to  match. 

It  was  a  very  nice  suit  exept  for  the  patch.  \ 

Now  Tom  was  neat,  clean,  and  polite. 

And  many  jobs  came  into  light. 

Tom  was  grateful  for  what  Sam  had  done,  | 

And  he  brought  Sam  to  a  place  in  the  sun.  { 

I 

Unfortunately  it  was  time  for  Sam  to  go 
Tom  would  never  forget  him  and  YOU  must  know 
When  your  life  story  is  not  too  great  to  hear 
Think  of  Sam  and  poor  Tom  Meager 

Kaitlyn  Riordan,  Secondary  1 


Winners  of  the  Alexander  Hutchinson  Competition 

Garfield  found  Dead 
by  Victoria  Astrid  Coyle 
Junior  Division 


At  about  11:30  PM  at  the  end  of  Rat  river,  in  the  west  of  Tabby  Town,  the  famous  Garfield  did  not 
die  of  natural  causes.  The  suspect  had  not  yet  been  found,  but  we  are  told  he  is  a  black  and  white  cat,  with 
a  tattoo  on  his  left  arm  saying:  "I  hate  Garfield." 

The  suspect  is  Felix  the  cat.  Two  small  parallel  dents  were  found  on  the  left  side  of  Garfield's  furry 
tiger-like  head.  Sargeant  Poirat  suspects  that  the  murder  weapon  can  only  be  a  yo-yo. 

The  community  of  felines  of  Tabby  Town  were  shocked  by  the  news.  Everyone  knew  that  the 
prestigious  Garfield  was  supposed  to  open  up  his  one  cat  show  that  same  night,  at  the  radio  station  Meow- 
Meow  City  Hall  in  new  Siamese  City,  just  fifty  miles  away  from  Tabby  Town. 

We  believe  that  Garfield  had  entered  from  the  back  of  the  radio  station,  and  then  Felix  followed  him 
and  knocked  him  out.  We  also  believe  that  Garfield  was  loaded  into  the  trunk  of  Felix's  new  Mercedes  car, 
and  then  brought  in  under  some  blankets  to  a  fancy  cat  condo.  He  stated  that  he  wanted  to  stay  the  night. 

Garfield  must  have  woken  up  and  started  to  yell  for  help.  That  is 
when  we  assume  he  was  murdered. 

An  old  sphinx  claims  that  she  heard  screaming  and  that  suddenly 
it  stopped.  Afterwards  she  heard  somebody  singing,  Felix's  song:  "Felix 
the  cat,  the  wonderful,  wonderful  cat,  whenever  I  am  in  a  fix,  I  reach  into 
my  bag  of  tricks." 

was  found  beside  a  lake,  his  arm  broken, 
us,  for  he  has  been  locked  up  in  a  cat-jail 

CASE  CLOSED 


An  Excerpt  From  the  Memoirs  of  Shannen  O'Rourke 

^  by  Ildiko  Tokes  ~ 

Intermediate  Division 


As  a  child,  I  was  quite  content  wandering  about  the  little  town  of  Kilkenny,  and  the  neighbouring  hills, 
valleys,  and  meadows.  Nothing  in  the  world  delighted  me  more  than  the  cheerful  trill  of  a  little  songbird,  the  sweet 
smell  of  the  grass  after  a  summer  shower,  the  taste  of  freshly  picked  berries  and  crystal-clear  spring  water,  the  silky, 
soft  grass  trickling  my  bare  feet  and  caressing  my  ankles,  the  wonderful  greenness  of  it  all.  Summer  days  were  spent 
roaming  the  countryside,  not  doing  much,  really,  but  enjoying  every  minute  of  it! 

As  the  day  drew  to  an  end,  and  the  setting  sunset  the  sky  on  fire  with  shimmering,  vibrant  colours,  I  would 
reluctantly  make  my  way  home  to  our  little  cottage.  Ours  was  a  small,  cozy  house  with  three  bedrooms,  a  kitchen/ 
living  room/ dining  room,  a  little  pantry,  and  a  loft,  all  kept  immaculately  clean  by  my  mother,  Siobhan,  and  my 
older  sister  Peggy.  My  parents  had  been  blessed  with  seven  children,  of  whom  I  was  the  youngest.  My  older  brother, 
Fergus,  was  already  married  at  the  time,  and  lived  down  the  road.  My  sisters  Peggy,  Eileen,  Brendt,  and  Heather, 
aged  nineteen,  seventeen,  twenty-two  and  sixteen  respectively,  all  lived  at  home,  with  the  exception  of  Brendt,  who 
lived  with  her  husband  Tom,  and  their  son  Sean.  Heather  and  my  brother  Dan  were  twins.  I  was  the  baby,  at  the 
age  of  thirteen.  There  had  been  another  child,  a  boy,  but  he  was  seldom  mentioned  in  our  home,  and  all  I  knew  about 
him  was  what  I  had  gathered  from  the  whispers  of  the  townsfolk,  about  a  stillbirth,  and  of  God's  punishment  for 
some  sin  of  my  father's.  Mother  was  instructed  by  doctor  O'Neil  not  to  have  another  child,  for  it  might  kill  her,  and 
she  reluctantly  agreed,  not  understanding  half  of  what  he  told  her  about  ovaries,  uterine-something-or-others,  and 


The  next  day,  Felix  the  cat 
He  will  no  longer  be  bothering 
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Philippine-tubes.  To  her,  it  all  came  down  to  God's  will,  and  if  He  wanted  her  to  stop  having  babies,  then  that  is  what 
she  would  do,  she  used  to  say. 


The  summer  1  turned  fourteen  was  an  important  one  in  my  life,  as  well  as  the  hves  of  my  family.  A  succession 
of  events  occurred  that  brought  about  changes  in  our  comfortable  daily  routine. 

The  first  of  these  events  occurred  a  few  days  after  school  closed  for  the  summer.  My  mother  received  a  letter 
from  her  sister  Shannen,  whom  1  was  named  after.  Aunt  Shannen's  husband  had  passed  away  a  few  days  ago,  she 
wrote,  and  she  desperately  needed  a  place  to  live.  She  had  been  evicted  from  her  house,  and  had  no  more  than  a 
few  pounds  to  buy  food  with.  Would  it  be  too  much  trouble  if  she  and  her  stepson  moved  in  with  us?  Needless  to 
say,  my  mother  wrote  back  immediately,  insisting  that  they  move  in  immediately,  despite  my  father's  vain  attempts 
to  convince  his  wife  that  there  was  no  room  in  our  crowded  house  for  two  more  people.  Daddy  was  a  quiet  man 
who  kept  to  himself,  and  minded  his  own  business.  There  was  never  a  doubt  concerning  who  was  head  of  our  family: 
my  mother's  power  was  all-encompassing,  and  no  one  dared  question  her  authority,  including  her  husband  Patrick. 

The  next  Sunday,  my  father  drove  out  to  the  train  station  to  fetch  Auntie  Shannen  and  fourteen-year-old 
'cousin'  Rob.  The  first  challenge  we  faced  was  to  assign  new  sleeping  quarters  to  the  family.  Before  the  two  relatives' 
arrival,  my  parents  occupied  the  master  bedroom,  Peggy  and  Eileen  shared  a  room.  Heather  and  1  shared  the  other 
room,  and  Dan  slept  in  the  loft.  He  had  the  best  spot  in  the  house,  because  he  did  not  have  to  share  it  with  anybody, 
and  because  it  was  very  comfortable  in  the  warm  hay. 

Mother  finally  presented  us  with  the  new  arrangement:  she  and  father  would  stay  in  the  master  bedroom, 
cousin  Rob  would  share  the  loft  with  Dan,  Heather  would  move  in  with  the  two  older  girls,  and  Aunt  Shannen  would 
share  my  room.  This  seemed  like  an  odd  idea  to  us,  for  we  had  assumed  Auntie  would  prefer  a  more  mature 
roommate,  not  a  young,  childish  girl.  But  it  made  sense  once  my  parents  explained  that  since  1  took  up  less  space 
than  an  older  girl  would.  Aunt  Shannen  would  have  more  room.  She  would  sleep  in  the  bed,  and  I  would  sleep  in 
a  cot,  or  on  the  floor. 

Although  Aunt  Shannen  fit  right  into  our  family,  Rob's  presence  in  our  house  was  more  difficult  to  get  used 
to.  Dan  had  trouble  accepting  his  presence,  because  other  than  our  father,  the  only  other  male  in  the  house  had  been 
Fergus,  who  was  so  much  older  than  Dan,  and  who  had  moved  out  a  few  years  ago.  Now,  Dan  was  faced  with  a 
boy  near  his  age,  and  felt  uncomfortable.  The  older  girls  simply  ignored  the  newcomer,  because  he  was  too  young 
to  be  of  any  importance.  My  parents  saw  him  as  another  mouth  to  feed.  And  as  for  me,  1  had  no  idea  how  to  treat 
him.  Before  then,  the  only  males  in  the  family  were  either  much  older  than  me,  and  were  to  be  treated  with  respect, 
or  in  Dan' s  case,  a  source  of  irritation  that  had  to  be  endured,  which  often  involved  teasing  and  arguments .  Of  course, 
there  were  boys  at  school,  but  the  universal  way  we  girls  acted  with  them  was  to  giggle  when  they  were  near,  and 
smile  shyly  if  they  designed  to  talk  to  us.  One  or  two  pecks  on  the  lips  were  about  as  far  as  most  of  us  dared  to  go. 
But  Rob  was  not  my  brother,  or  a  boy  at  school,  and  1  did  not  know  what  to  do.  The  only  way  1  could  cope  with  this 
awkward  situation  was  to  resume  my  daily  excursions  into  the  countryside. 

On  one  such  day,  as  1  was  resting  lazily  on  a  large,  flat  boulder  near  the  creek,  1  heard  a  rustling  in  the  bush 
nearby.  1  ignored  it,  but  when  1  heard  it  again,  1  went  over  there  to  inspect  it.  As  1  shook  the  green  boughs,  to  scare 
away  whatever  was  there,  who  should  stumble  out  of  the  shadows  but  my  cousin,  with  a  guilty  expression. 
Embarrassed,  he  explained  that  he  was  looking  out  the  window  when  he  saw  me  enter  the  woods,  and,  curious  about 
where  1  disappeared  to  every  day,  he  decided  to  follow  me. 

Flattered  that  he  was  interested  in  my  whereabouts,  1  asked  him  if  he  wanted  to  stay.  We  started  talking 
about  our  family,  our  friends,  his  father's  death,  and  other  such  things.  He  told  me  about  his  love  of  music,  and  1 
confided  in  him  about  my  passion  for  writing.  We  also  discovered  we  had  a  mutual  fondness  for  nature.  And  so 
the  day  passed,  and  before  we  knew  it,  the  sun  had  set,  and  the  grey  veil  of  dusk  had  settled  over  the  forest.  We  ran 
home,  knowing  we  would  be  punished  for  our  tardiness,  but  not  caring.  That  day,  we  discovered  in  each  other 
kindred  spirits,  and  the  thought  of  it  filled  our  hearts  with  a  warm  glow.  Indeed,  friendship  was  the  only  thing 
missing  from  our  lives,  before  that  day. 

From  then  on,  we  spent  all  our  free  time  together,  in  the  forest.  We  played  childish  games  of  tag  and  hide- 
and-go-seek,  we  wrote  and  acted  out  plays,  we  played  war  like  little  boys,  and  we  played  games  of  espionage. 
Spying  on  our  parents,  on  villagers,  and  on  other  children.  Sometimes  we  pretended  we  were  wild  animals, 
imitating  the  roar  of  lions,  and  the  hooting  of  owls.  Of  course,  we  also  climbed  trees  and  swam  in  the  peaceful  pond. 
That  summer,  we  allowed  ourselves  to  be  little  children  once  more. 

Of  course,  we  did  not  play  all  day.  When  we  were  so  exhausted  we  could  barely  move,  we  would  sit  down 
on  a  log,  gasping  for  breath,  and  just  stare  at  the  turbulent  water,  or  a  little  sparrow,  silently,  marveling  at  the  beauty 
of  nature.  Sometimes,  we  talked,  sometimes  we  daydreamed  and  sometimes  we  lay  down  on  the  grass  and  looked 
at  the  clouds  in  the  sky,  like  egg  whites  beaten  stiff  by  the  wind.  "Look  that  one  is  just  like  Mr.  O'Brian's!"  We  would 
exclaim.  "And  there,  near  that  tree!  Why,  it's  old  Mrs.!" 
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Each  day  was  the  same  as  the  last,  but  somehow  different,  better.  But  as  fall  chased  the  summer  away,  and 
school  began,  the  wonderful  dream  came  to  an  end.  Oh,  of  course  we  were  still  friends,  but  it  was  not  the  same  away 
from  the  forest,  surrounded  by  other  people.  Somehow,  the  magic  had  disappeared. 

The  next  spring.  Aunt  Shannen  and  cousin  Rob  moved  away.  1  was  sad,  but  not  surprised,  for  a  part  of  me 
had  sensed  that  our  ideal  summer  friendship  was  not  meant  to  last,  that  it  was  too  good  to  be  true.  When  summer 
came,  I  went  out  to  our  spot  near  the  river,  but  it  seemed  empty  and  meaningless  without  him.  I  never  returned  there 
again.  From  then  on,  I  stayed  in  the  town  with  the  other  girls  my  age.  Somehow,  that  summer,  while  playing  like 
a  little  child,  1  grew  up. 

How  I  miss  those  days  of  innocence! 


The  Fear  of  Freedom  is  Strong  Within  Us 
by  Sarah  Shennib 
Senior  Division 


"Another  suggestion  as  to  why  the  caged  bird  sings  its  sad,  sad  song,  is  that  it  sings  because  it  knows  that 
even  if  it  were  set  free,  it  would  not  know  what  to  do  with  itself,  having  been  a  captive  for  so  long,"  rambles 
a  voice  from  the  front  of  the  class. 

"Somebody  shoot  me,  before  1  expire  of  boredom."  1  scrawl  feverishly  on  a  piece  of  paper.  I  rip  the  page 
out,  crumple  up  the  sheet,  and  whisk  it  aside  where  my  friend  Kimiko  sits,  staring  enraptured  by  a  ceiling 
tile. 

By  the  way,  Tm  sixteen  years  old,  a  straight-A  student  at  Ptolemy  High,  and  1  know  why  the  caged  bird 
sings  .  .  .  because  it  wants  to  get  out.  Just  as  1  long  to  get  out  of  Ms.  Kole's  English  class. 

"Clunk,"  Kimiko  reply  lands  right  in  the  middle  of  my  tin  pencil-case.  I  unfurl  the  message. 

"There  are  16,560  holes  in  the  English  room  ceiling.  Does  Ms  Kole  know  how  to  kill  a  poem  or  what?"  No, 
the  answer  to  that  question  would  definitely  not  be,  "or  what."  Ms  Kole,  like  so  many  others  of  the  baby- 
boomer/yuppie  generation  knows  only  what  she  has  been  taught  by  her  teachers.  She  teaches  only  w'hat  has 
been  dictated  to  her.  She  teaches  us  out  of  a  book!  Leaving  no  room  for  self-discovery,  the  woman  is  a  machine. 
Input,  process,  output.  Only  with  Ms  Kole,  Tm  not  sure  there  is  any  processing  of  information  going  on. 

"It  says  here,  on  page  55,  that.  The  fear  of  freedom  is  strong  within  us'.  Class,  are  you  taking  notes?  You 
should  be  taking  notes.  This  book  of  literary  analysis  was  written  by  a  very  bright  guy.  It  says  that  he  graduated 
from  Oxford.  Oxford,  hear  that  class?  So  take  down  notes." 

Ms  Kole's  nasal  voice  suddenly  recalls  to  mind  a  story  our  history  teacher  once  told  us  .  .  .  About  a  class  in 
ancient  Rome,  who  stabbed  their  teacher  to  death  with  their  pen-knives. 

"RRRRRiiiiiiiiiinnnngggg."  The  bell  signals  freedom.  I  leap  from  my  desk  with  a  yelp  of  joy.  I  grab  my 
books  and  let  the  current  of  people  carry  me  to  the  door.  In  the  hall  I  spot  Kimiko  by  my  locker.  She  beams 
and  says,  "So,  do  I  wear  the  red  shirt,  or  the  black  body-suit  tonight?"  Tonight.  My  stomach  sank.  It  is  amazing 
what  one  can  forget  in  the  space  of  one  class.  All  week  I'd  been  trying  to  avoid  thinking  about  it.  Tonight. 

Suddenly  the  whole  hall  seems  to  shrink  to  half  its  normal  size.  I  feel  a  bout  of  claustrophobia  sweeping 
over  me.  "Hel-lo!  Is  it  the  red  or  the  black?"  Kimi  persists. 

"I  dunno.  What  are  you  asking  me  for?"  I  splutter.  With  a  quick,  "I  gotta  go,  see  ya."  I  grab  my  bag  and 
ride  the  wave  of  people  out  the  front  door. 

Gradually,  as  I  walk  home,  the  mass  of  people  thins  out  until  I  am  the  only  one  on  the  road,  as  far  as  I  can 
see.  The  affluent  suburban  area  where  I  live  is  pretty  much  deserted,  as 
the  pretty,  well-dressed  mothers  are  out  to  pick  up  their  children,  and 
the  husbands  working  at  the  office.  I  can  breathe  now.  It  is  the  middle  of 
winter.  The  sky  is  cool,  turquoise  colour,  there  are  no  clouds.  I  notice  the 
contrast  the  black  wet  trunks  of  barren  maples  make  against  the  sky. 

Looking  up  I  feel  clean.  Almost  free,  and  yet,  cold. 

Joe.  Joe  will  be  there  tonight.  He  is  the  first  boy  I  feel  this  way  about. 

I  think  I'm  in  love  with  him.  Whenever  our  eyes  meet,  it's  as  if,  as  if  we're 
looking  straight  into  each  other.  Not  superficially  like  most  other  adoles¬ 
cents  who  think  they're  "in  love".  I  sounded  so  melodramatic,  but  I 
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like  the  way  Fm  talking.  I  feel  proud  that  I  am  not  ashamed  to  be  romantic.  I  quiver.  It  could  be  the  wind, 
it  could  be  my  excitement. 

The  piece  of  sky  Fm  looking  at  has  changed  hue  to  a  hazy  lilac  shade.  Dusk  is  my  favourite  time  of  day. 
Rays  of  golden  sunlight  spring  onto  the  maple  trees  from  a  cloud  somewhere  behind  me.  I  turn  around. 
Behind  me  the  sky  is  still  the  same.  I  turn  back  to  the  purply  side  of  sky.  Both  skies  are  beautiful.  Different, 
but  beautiful. 

That's  how  I  should  be  tonight.  Natural.  No  gel,  no  cologne,  nothing.  That  way  if  he  does  love  me,  it 
will  be  for  my  true  beauty.  I  will  be  different  and  he  will  sense  that  I  am  not  afraid  to  stand  apart  from  the 
crowd. 

Fm  home.  Yet  the  minute  I  slam  the  door  behind  me  the  feeling  I  was  having  a  moment  ago  is  lost.  I 
panic.  The  dreamland  of  mutual  love  and  respect  Fd  been  flirting  with  a  moment  before  vanishes  off  the 
face  of  the  earth.  All  I  can  think  of  is,  "What  would  Joe  like?"  someone  fashionable,  perhaps?  Would  a  bright 
coloured  shirt  attract  his  attention?  A  slave  to  my  paranoia,  I  run  up  the  stairs  to  the  bathroom,  and  slam 
the  door  behind  me. 

I  emerge  half  an  hour  later,  gelled,  coifed,  mouthwashed,  and  as  stiff  as  a  plastic  doll.  I  grab  a  cookie 
from  the  kitchen,  chewing  carefully  not  to  get  any  crumbs  stuck  on  my  teeth.  Dashing  for  the  door,  I  pull 
my  coat  off  the  coat  rack,  and  with  one  last  glance  on  the  mirror  I  head  out  into  the  winter  air. 

Twenty  minutes  later,  I  find  myself  in  the  midst  of  the  hot,  muggy  atmosphere  that  is  so  characteristic 
of  a  school  dance.  The  gym  is  filled  with  the  hot  breath  and  perspiration  of  a  hundred  adolescents.  I  search 
the  masses  for  Joe.  I  feel  I  stick  out,  just  standing  there,  so  I  make  my  w^  over  to  the  refreshment  table, 
scanning  the  crowd  along  the  way.  I  reach  the  table,  but  I  am  not  thirsty.  I  stare  at  my  shoes  despairingly. 
I  look  up,  and  a  shock  goes  through  me  as  a  pair  of  deep  brown  eyes  meet  my  gaze.  Joe. 

We  don't  say  a  word.  Joe  just  smiles  as  he  looks  at  me.  I  suddenly  feel  so  stupid,  covered  in  gel,  blow- 
dried,  in  my  freshly  starched  jeans.  I  have  an  immense  urge  to  strip  everything  off  and  yell,  "Here  is  the  real 
me!"  But  it  doesn't  matter  anymore.  Our  eyes  have  penetrated  each  other,  and  he  is  looking  at  the  real  me. 
I  head  over  to  Joe,  I  feel  like  a  cartoon  character  in  love,  my  feet  not  quite  touching  the  ground.  We  are  drawn 
to  each  other  as  if  there  were  an  invisible  string  between  us.  I  think  it's  going  to  happen. 

The  people  here  won't  say  anything.  Well,  at  first  they  might  talk,  but  theyTe  pretty  liberal.  It's 
natural.  Closer,  and  closer.  We're  face  to  face.  I  can  feel  his  breath  on  me.  But  suddenly,  there  seems  to 
be  too  many  people  around.  They  can't  feel  what  we're  going  through.  It's  too  awkward.  Joe  senses  it  too. 
"Quick,  save  yourself,"  I  think.  "Joe,  you've  got  a  piece  of  lint  on  your  shirt!"  He  blushes, 

"Thanks,  John." 

"No  problem."  I  turn  on  my  heels  and  walk  away.  I  push  against  the  swarm  of  people  and  bolt  through 
the  doors,  into  the  open.  The  air  has  the  smell  of  winter.  I  feel  wide  awake,  clear,  cold,  and  numb. 


Les  petits  enfants 

II  etait  une  fois  deux  enfants  nommes  Julie  et  Pierre.  Julie  et  Pierre  habitaient  dans  une  maison 
modeste  avec  leurs  deux  parents.  Leur  mere  etait  professeur  et  leur  pere  etait  un  scientiste  qui  fabriquait 
beaucoup  de  potions  et  de  choses  scientif  iques .  Un  jour  quand  leurs  parents  sortirent,  J ulie  trouva  une  sorte 
de  biscuits  sur  la  table  dans  la  cuisine.  Les  biscuits  etaient  delicieux.  Elle  courut  pour  donner  un  des  biscuits 
a  Pierre.  Une  demi  heure  apres  que  les  deux  enfants  aient  mange  les  biscuits,  ils  se  transformerent  en  petits. 
Les  enfants  etaient  horrifies.  Qu'est-ce  qui  arrive?  Et  comment  est-ce  que  les  pauvres  enfants  peuvent  se 
re-transformer? 

C'etait  a  ce  moment  qu'une  large  fourmi  s'approcha.  Elle  avait  des  dents  formidables,  de  grands  yeux 
oranges  de  les  grandes  antennes  noires.  A  la  surprise  des  enfants,  la  fourmi  pouvait  parler  et  en  franqais! 
Elle  commenga  une  conversation  avec  les  deux  enfants. 

-  D'ou  viens-tu? 

-  C'est  une  longue  histoire,  dit  Julie,  mais  on  a  besoin  de  beaucoup  d'aide  pour  nous  transformer  en 
humain. 

-  Comment  avez-vous  ete  transformes  en  minuscule? 

-  Nous  avons  mange  des  biscuits  que  nous  avons  trouves  sur  la  table  dans  notre  cuisine. 

-  D'accord,  je  vais  vous  aider.  II  faut  premierement  capter  Fattention  de  vos  parents. 
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Alors,  Julie,  Pierre  et  la  petite  fourmi  attendirent  de  longues  heures  dans  la  cuisine  lorsque 
soudainement,  la  porte  s'ouvrit  et  les  deux  parents  sont  entres.  Ils  crierent  et  crierent  mais  leurs  voix  etaient 
trop  petites  pour  capter  I'attention  de  deux  grands  humains. 

Finalement,  la  mere  des  enfants  posa  ses  lunettes  sur  la  table.  La  fourmi  eut  I'idee  de  se  mettre  devant 
les  lunettes  pour  s'agrandirent.  Julie,  Pierre  et  la  fourmi  se  mirent  devant  les  lunettes  quand  soudainement, 
la  mere  les  aperqut  et  accourut  les  prendre  dans  ses  mains.  Pile  montra  les  enfants  a  son  mari  qui  leur  donna 
une  petite  goutte  de  liquide  vert  et  soudainement,  Julie  et  Pierre  se  transformerent  dans  leur  taille  normale. 

Julie  et  Pierre  n'oublierons  jamais  leur  experience  et  la  petite  fourmi  qui  les  avait  aides.  Le  pere  des 
enfants  ne  fera  jamais  la  meme  faute  de  laisser  ses  travaux  id  et  la.  Voila  comment  s'est  passe  I'histoire  des 
petits,  non,  des  tres  petits  enfants. 

Amanda  Eaman,  Secondary  111 


Le  tresor  de  Luigi 


Luigi  vivait  dans  une  maison  ordinaire  en  Italie.  II  vivait  tout  seul  et  il  avait  ete  recemment  laisse  par 
son  amie.  Depuis  ce  temps-la,  il  essayait  de  gagner  encore  le  coeur  de  son  amour,  Julia.  Elle  I'avait  laisse 
pour  un  homme  riche  et  renomme  pour  son  intelligence  et  sa  beaute.  Luigi  etait  tres  jaloux  de  lui  et  savait 
qu'il  aimait  Julia  plus  que  le  millionnaire.  Il  fallait  juste  le  prouver... 

Un  jour  quand  il  buvait  son  cappuccino,  Luigi  a  eu  une  idee  pour  gagner  le  coeur  de  Julia.  Il  allait 
monter  jusqu'au  sommet  de  la  montagne  la  plus  haute  des  Alpes.  Arrive  la,  il  mettrait  une  banniere  avec 
les  mots  "]e  t' adore  Julia.  Est-ce  que  tu  veux  m'epouser?",  signee,  bien  sur. 

Le  lendmain,  il  a  fait  ses  bagages  qui  se  constituaient  d'un  gros  manteau,  d'une  paire  de  raquettes,  de 
mitaines,  d'un  chapeau,  de  beaucoup  de  nourriture  et  evidemment,  de  la  banniere.  Il  etait  pret,  alors  il  a 
commence  son  voyage. 

Le  trajet  lui  a  pris  sept  jours.  Pendant  ce  temps-la,  il  avait  beaucoup  de  nourriture,  mais  il  commengait 
a  en  manquer.  Il  n' etait  pas  tres  riche  et  ne  pouvait  pas  en  acheter  plus. 

Arrive  au  sommet,  Luigi  a  commence  a  mettre  la  banniere.  Tout  a  coup,  il  est  tombe  dans  un  trou 
reconvert  de  neige.  Il  etait  inconscient  quelques  temps,  mais  quand  il  s'est  reveille,  il  s'est  aper(;u  que  le  trou 
n' etait  pas  juste  un  trou.  C'etait  une  caverne  ancienne.  Quelle  decouverte!  Il  a  decide  ae  1' explorer... 

C'etait  tres  obscur  et  c'etait  presqu'impossible  de  savoir  ou  on  allait.  Luigi  a  soudainement  vu  de  la 
lumiere.  En  s'approchant,  il  s'est  rendu  compte  que  c'etait  des  bijoux  qui  scintillaient.  Il  avait  trouve  un 
tresor! 

Il  etait  si  surpris  et  content!  Que  dirait  Julia?  Luigi  avait  decide  de  donner  le  tresor  a  Julia  puisqu'elle 
aimait  les  bijoux  et  parce  qu'il  voulait  I'impressionner.  Quand  il  sortit  de  la  caverne,  Luigi  reprit  sa  route 
vers  la  maison. 

Luigi  a  demande  la  main  de  Julia  et  elle  a  accepte  sans  meme  connaitre  sa  fortune.  Ils  habitent 
maintenant  dans  un  chateau  et  ils  ont  trois  enfants. 

Joanna  Herba,  Secondary  II 
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Sixth  Form  Prizes: 

Head  Girl . Sarah  McCans 

Sub-Head . Nana  Kyei-Aboagye 

Vale  Prize . Amira  El-Messidi 

Academic  Promise . Sarah  Shennib 

Creativity  Prize . Tanya  No 

Schweitzer  Mathematics  and  Science  Prize . Amira  El-Messidi 

History  Prize . Nana  Kyei-Aboagye 

Baugniet  Language  Prize . Laura  Diaz  de  la  Serna 

Drama  Prize . Nana  Kyei-Aboagye 

Yearbook  Prize . Laura  Diaz,  Gabrielle  LoRe,  Tanya  No 

Debate  Cup . Kim  Johnston,  Sarah  Shennib,  Jenny  Therrien 

SOGA  Citizenship  Prize . Maha  El-Zoeri 

Sports  Captain  Prize . Derev  Antikacioglu 

YMCA  Volunteer  Community  Service  Award . Sarah  McCans 

Merit  Awards: 

Grade  4 . Maia  Giesbrecht 

Grade  5 . Jessica  Stein 

Grade  6 . Christine  Kostiuk 

Secondary  I . . . Isabel  Chan 

Jen¬ 
nifer  Errunza 

Secondary  II . Andrea  Heckler 

Secondary  III . Guila  El-Dardiry 

Secondary  IV . Malika  Oberoi 

House  Awards: 

Soutar  Senior  Sports  Trophy . Mu  Gamma 

House  Spirit  Cup . Mu  Gamma 

House  Athletics  Cup . Delta  Beta 

House  Point  Cup . .  Kappa  Rho 

Middle  School  Sports  Day  Plaque . Kappa  Rho 

The  Study  Board  ofGovenors  Secondary  School  Entrance  Scholarship  for 

the  year  1995-1996 . Majdala  Geoffrion,  Laura  Marcus 

Whitley  Award  for  Handwriting: 

Senior  (Sec.  Ill,  IV  &  V) 


Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition: 

Senior  (Sec.  Ill,  IV  &  V) 

1st . Sarah  Shennib 

2nd . Kimry  Gravenor 

Intermediate  (Sec.  I  &  II) 

1st . Ildiko  Tokes 

2nd . Isabelle  Faure 

Junior  (Grades  4,  5  &  6) 

1st . Victoria  Astrid  Coyle 

Public  Speaking: 

Senior  (Sec.  IV  &  V) 

1st . Sarah  Shennib 

2nd . . . Malika  Oberoi 

3rd . Katie  Kostiuk 

Secondary  III 

Winner . Samantha  Hofman 

Secondary  I  &  II 

1st . Ildiko  Tokes 

2nd . Katie  Regan 

3rd . Aleta  Brott 

Concours  d'art  Oratoire  (Sec.  II  &  III): 

Frangais  langue  seconde 

ler  prix . Chloe  Barnabe 

2eme  prix . Robyn  Yanofsky 

3eme  prix . Marie  Khediguian 

Franqais  langue  maternelle 

ler  prix . Cristina  Remond 

2eme  prix . Joanna  Herba 

Concours  de  Composition  frangais  (Sec.  IV  &  V): 

ler  prix . Amira  El-Messidi 

2eme  prix . . . Annemarie  Rued 

3eme  prix . Allison  Cobrin,  Shirley  Yoon 

Concours  de  Poesie  ( 6e  anne  &  Sec.  I): 


Intermediate  (Sec.  I  &  II) 


Junior  (Grades  4,5  &  6) 


MseSmkmgi . Winnie  Ho 

Senior  (Sec.  Ill,  IV  &  V) 


Intermediate  (Sec.  I  &  II) 


Junior  (Grades  4,5  &  6) 


ler . 

. Isabel  Chan 

2eme . 

. Kaitlyn  Riordan 

2nd . 

. Derev  Antikacioglu 

3eme . 

. Majdala  Geoffrion 

5e  &  4e  annee 

2nd . 

. Zeng 

ler . 

. Leticia  Kuyumciyan 

2eme . . . 

. Kathleen  Stanfield 

2nd . 

. Charmaine  Lo 

3eme . 

. Janie  Desroches 

Alana  Dligacz 

2nd . 

. Robyn  Yanofsky 

Royal  Bank-CRARR  Essay  Writing  Contest  on  Diversity 

Winner . 

. Nadia  Gibbs 

2nd . 

. Isabel  Chan 

The  Cristy  French  Czerwinski  Secondary  IV  Prize  For 

2nd . 

. Shannon  Smith 

Science . 

. Allison  Cobrin 
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CONGRADULATIONS 
TO  KIM  AND 
THE  CLASS  OF  '95 


LOVE  DAD,  LINDA, 
MICHAEL,  AND  KRISTEN. 


PASSEPORT 

2000 

LA  BOUTIQUE  DE  VETEMENTS 


4866  Sherbrooke  Quest 
Montreal,  Quebec 
H3Z  1H1 
(514)  481-2668 

200,  rue  Principale 
St-Sauveur-des-Monts,  Quebec 
JOR  1R0 
(514)  227-0330 


Contemporary  sportswear  for  men  and  women 
of  all  ages. 


Rosie  Monge!! 

This  is  for  you,  to  remind  you  that  we 
love  you  always!!  Well  miss  you!! 


Love,  "the  2  other  red  heads": 
Kimry  (Pudge)  &  Nadia  (Ugly). 
'94,  ’95 


Congratulations  to  Nana 
and  the  class  of  '95! 

Dr,  and  Mrs,  KyefAboagye 
and  Ako 


ERIC:  When  it  came  to  education,  my 

father  wanted  me  to  have  all 
the  opportunities  he  never  had. 
ERNIE:  So  what  did  he  do? 

ERIC:  He  sent  me  to  a  girls'  school. 

-Morecambe  &  Wise 


GRAVENOR  BECK 

Advocates 


LA  CORPORATION  DE  CONSTRUCTION 

TRIDOME 


3901,  rue  Jean-Talon  ouest 
suite  201 
Montreal,  Quebec 
H3R  2G4 
Fax  738-4009 
Tel  738-2002 


200/ 


<'5///J  238-8838 
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1346  Greene  Ave. 
lei.:  (514)935-2993  Westmount,  Que. 

Fax:  (514)  935-5792  H3Z2B1 


Tony  &  Kathie  Fargnoli 
Shopkeepers 


Grandeurs  -  Sizes 
Hommes  -  Men  6-15 
Dames  -  Ladies  4-13 


Souliers  pour  enfants  de 
toutes  grandeurs 


Chaussures  de  qualit^ 
pour  loute  la  fainille 

Fine  Quality  Footwear 
for  the  entire  Family 


Children  Shoes  of 
all  Sizes 


The  MmoOiL  staff 

VbUkV  iiKe  To  ThH/ZK. 

HO  X  HflND'y  HO 


Dear  Karamba, 

this  is  your  last  year,  and  I'm  going  to 
miss  you  terribly.  You've  done  so 
Much  for  me.  I'm  so  lucky  to  have  you 
as  a  sister.  I  hope  you  have  a  bright  and 
happy  future.  Hopefully  making  it 
with  Antony.  I  love  you  so  much!!! 

Love  Krissy. 


Anp  TheiH.  PHHay  - 

For  VokkT)H6  T<i5 

For  Erica: 

To  you,  our  study  girl,  we  celebrate. 

From  a  proud  mom,  dad, 

&  little  sister. 
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